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THE    KING   OF    KERISAL. 

CHAPTER    ONE. 

MRS.  MILLINGHAM,  sitting  under  the  syca- 
more after  her  placid  summer  custom, 
dropped  three  stitches  in  succession.  This 
was  portentous ;  so  was  the  flush  on 
her  cheek,  and  a  slight — a  very  slight- 
air  of  mutiny  among  her  cap  ribbons. 
Small  things  made  ripples  in  the  Chescote 
backwater  ;  and  the  event  of  to-day  was 
not  a  small  thing,  but  one  that  involved 
the  future  life  and  happiness  of  her  only 
daughter.  She  glanced  to  where  a  rest- 
less figure,  seen  behind  roses  and  a  box- 
hedge,  was  disturbing  the  designs  of  the 
thrushes  at  the  strawberrv-beds. 

*/ 

Olive,  too,  for  all  her  spirit,  and  the 
glamour  of  courtship,  and  a  large  faith  in 
the  world  as  a  place  that  could  not  be 
unkind  to  a  pretty  girl,  was  in  suspense. 
Her  mother,  with  some  recollection  of  a 
thin  curate,  long  since  transformed  into  a 
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plump  vicar  —  but  none  the  less  dear  for 
that,  what  was  the  dream  of  youth  to  the 
devotion  of  middle-age  ? — gazed  anxiously 
at  the  open  French  windows  of  the  study, 
and  forgot  her  knitting  altogether. 

"  He  is  a  nice  young  man."  She  nodded 
there.  "  A  very  nice,  amiable  young  man, 
and  high-principled,  I  am  sure,  and  likely 
to  make  his  way  in  a  good  profession.  I 
liked  his  manner  from  the  beginning,  and 
there  seem  to  be  means."  .  .  .  This  was 
worldly  wisdom,  and  led  at  once  to  the 
obstacle.  "If  he  only  had  a  single  rela- 
tion of  whom  any  one  had  ever  heard  ! 
Even  Jane  knows  nothing."  Jane  was 
Mrs.  Millingham's  sister-in-law,  the  squire's 
wife,  who  went  to  London  for  a  month 
every  summer,  and  was  reputed  to  know 
all  the  world  and  his  wife.  '  To  do  the 
boy  justice,  there  appears  to  be  no  wilful 
concealment,  only — ignorance.  Yet,  if  Olive 
is  to  marry  him  .  .  .  Well,  let  us  trust  that 
Henry  will  succeed  in  getting  a  little  light 
as  the  result  of  this  uncomfortable  inter- 
view. Now,  I  know  where  she  has  gone  : 
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she  will  be  sitting  under  the  medlar,  just 
as  she  used  to  do,  poor  child  !  when  her 
father  was  ready  to  hear  her  catechism. 
How  glad  I  am  we  have  no  more  daughters 
to  be  asked  in  marriage  by  unknown  young 
men  !  " 

The  Reverend  Henry  Millingham,  vicar 
of  Chescote,  was  making  the  same  reflec- 
tion, and  at  the  same  time.  The  most  dis- 
agreeable part  of  the  task  had  fallen  to 
him  ;  and  though,  as  a  man  and  a  parent, 
he  had  not  shirked  his  duty,  the  discom- 
fort with  which  he  occupied  the  inquisi- 
torial chair  showed  that  he  was  no  more  at 
ease  than  the  rest  of  his  family.  The  Mil- 
linghams  belonged  to  good  country  stock, 
if  a  younger  branch  ;  it  was  not  in  them 
to  forget  it.  They  had  intermarried  for 
a  very  respectable  number  of  generations 
with  other  minor  country  folk  ;  parsons, 
squires'  sons,  the  Admiral's  son  at  The 
Hollies,  the  General's  daughter  at  The 
Grange.  It  was  their  groove ;  and  they 
had  been  in  a  fair  way  to  forget  wider 
ways.  Here,  by  contrast,  was  Rex  Jenkins, 
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wearing  a  vulgar  name  and  an  artlessly 
trusting  air,  easy-mannered,  well-dressed, 
public  school  and  'varsity  written  large  all 
over  him  ;  and  yet,  for  all  that  was  forth- 
coming about  his  antecedents,  as  remote 
from  the  known  world  (by  which  the  vicar 
meant  a  very  small  portion  of  it)  as  if  he 
and  his  elusive  father  had  dropped  from 
the  moon. 

"I'm  afraid  I  have  no  more  to  tell 
you,  sir,"  Rex  had  said  to  his  face.  "  I 
haven't  a  relative,  to  my  knowledge,  ex- 
cept my  father,  and  I  have  never  seen 
him  for  more  than  a  day  or  two  at  a  time  ; 
and  I  can't  even  tell  you  where,  for  the 
most  part,  he  lays  his  head.  He  has  given 
me  a  rattling  good  education,  and  he  has 
been  most  generous  to  me.  He  used  to 
arrange  for  me  to  spend  my  holidays  with 
people  ;  but  they  were  paid  hosts  always, 
I  believe,  not  friends — not  known  to  him 
in  a  private  way.  ...  I  don't  remember 
hearing  him  speak  of  my  mother.  I  know 
it  all  seems  desperately  vague,  but  I 
think — I  am  sure — the  future  will  settle 
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itself.  I  intend  to  be  called  to  the  Bar, 
and  I  have  always  had  a  liberal  allowance. 
In  fact,  it  was  only  a  few  months  ago 
that  my  bankers  wrote  to  me  to  say  my 
father  had  deposited  bonds  to  the  value 
of  ten  thousand  pounds  with  them  in 
my  name.  So,  you  see,  if  you  were  to 
give  me  Olive " 

"  Ah,  yes,  yes,"  Millingham  said.  Ten 
thousand  pounds  in  the  inexperienced 
hands  of  two-and-twenty  !  He  began  to 
think  of  American  plutocrats  ;  only  the 
boy  looked  so  little  like  his  idea  of  a  young 
American.  He  had  dark  colouring,  a 
slightly  foreign  appearance  that  suggested, 
Millingham  thought,  a  strain,  barely  per- 
ceptible, of  Southern  blood  ;  but  in  speech 
and  manner  and  charming  simplicity  he  was 
a  well-bred  young  Briton,  and  nothing  more. 

"  Dear  me  !  I  hope  you  are  not  tempted 
to  spend  your  capital." 

"  Oh,  I  get  my  quarterly  allowance  in- 
dependently of  that,"  Rex  said,  looking 
straight  at  him  in  his  ingenuous  way. 
"  Father  told  me  once  he  was  going  to 
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make  a  provision  for  me  against  accidents, 
and,  as  such,  it  is  my  business  to  keep  this 
money  intact,  isn't  it  ?  It  may  be  a  year 
or  two  before  I  make  anything  at  the  law. 
I  dare  say  he  was  thinking  of  that." 

"  Just  so,"  Mr.  Millingham  said,  smiling. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  take  to  the 
hopeful  youth.  He  felt  that  he  was  losing 
his  judicial  balance,  and  he  rose,  and 
pulled  down  an  ample  waistcoat. 

"  But  you  will  understand,  my  dear  boy, 
that  we  are  old-fashioned  people,  Olive's 
mother  and  I,  and  we  should  not  like  to 
think  of  our  little  girl's  life  being  disturbed 
by  uncongenial  rela — by — er — the  intrusion 
of  unpleasant  people."  He  became  red,  as 
Rex's  eyes  opened  wide.  Jane  had  been 
responsible  for  the  preposterous  suggestion 
of  an  Australian  convict  ancestry,  ad- 
vanced by  gold-digging  to  vulgar  wealth. 
It  was  like  Jane  to  manufacture  such  a 
bogey,  and  confuse  his  common-sense  to 
the  verge  of  a  gross  insinuation.  "  Well, 
that  is  all  about  it,  isn't  it  ?  You  will  see 
Mr.  Jenkins,  and  assure  him  that  we  shall 
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be  delighted  if  he  will  favour  us  with  a  visit, 
or  permit  me  to  call  on  him  in  town  at  his 
leisure.  He  is  in  London  now,  you  say  ?  " 

"  He  may  be,"  Rex  said,  with  a  troubled 
look,  rising  as  the  vicar  left  his  chair.  "  He 
is  more  often  in  Paris,  and  sometimes  he 
is  in  the  East,  out  of  my  reach  altogether. 
I  think"— he  hesitated— "  that  he  has 
property  in  Farther  Asia — plantations.  .  .  . 
But  that  is  only  an  idea  of  mine.  He  has 
never  told  me  anything  about  his  business 
affairs.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  sir,"  the 
young  man  wound  up  frankly,  "  I  could 
not  admit  to  myself  that  I  had  a  right  to 
ask,  until  meeting  her  turned  all  my  ideas 
topsy-turvy." 

Mr.  Millingham  smiled  again,  and  the 
suitor  escaped  to  the  garden.  He  went 
with  long,  impatient  strides  to  the  medlar 
by  way  of  the  sycamore;  and  Mrs.  Mil- 
lingham, watching  his  approach,  decided 
that,  nobody  or  not,  he  had  an  excellent 
figure,  and  that  his  dark  eyes,  his  budding 
manliness,  were  quite  enough  to  account 
for  Olive's  surrender. 
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Olive  had  forsaken  the  shade,  and  was 
on  her  knees  at  the  strawberry-nets.  Her 
honourable  intent  was  not  plunder,  but 
the  rescue  of  a  young  thrush  that  had  let 
daring  outweigh  discretion.  As  Rex  ap- 
peared she  was  gently  disentangling  his 
poor  legs,  and  assuring  him,  in  a  voice 
soft  enough  to  soothe  the  most  timid  robber, 
that  it  was  not  the  gardener  this  time. 

"  But  it  may  be  next ;  do  keep  to  the 
snails,  and  take  this  as  a  warning.  You 
are  one  of  the  holly  brood,  of  course.  I 
told  your  mother  you  were  hatched  too 
early,  and  here  is  the  end  of  precociousness. 

— Oh,  Rex  !  did  they — have  they ? 

Come  and  tell  me  all  about  it,  my  poor  boy. 
Father  !  How  absurd  !  As  if  we  are,  any 
of  us,  truly  afraid  of  father !  Still,  there 
was  judgment  in  the  air  ;  and  there  is  such 
a  cult  of  conscientiousness  at  Chescote 
that  I  am  never  quite  sure  who  or  what 
is  to  be  the  next  burnt-offering." 

"  You  and  I  must  bring  our  small  tribute, 
and  you  are  not  to  be  flippant  about  it," 
Rex  said,  as  the  thrush,  with  gaping  beak 
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and  ruffled  feathers,  fled  to  freedom.  Olive 
remained  sitting  on  the  path,  with  the 
July  sun  streaming  about  her,  and  her 
brown  eyes,  her  pretty,  alert  face,  looking 
up  at  him.  He  put  his  hands  resolutely 
behind  his  back,  and  his  colour  rose  a 
little ;  even  a  conscientious  young  man 
has  his  temptations. 

"  I  am  not  engaged  to  you,"  he  con- 
tinued. "  Please  to  understand  that. 
You  are  not  engaged  to  me — officially. 
But  you  may  come  for  a  walk,  if  you 
wish  it,  seven  times  round  the  currant- 
bushes,  and  I  will  try  to  explain  the 
situation.  Your  father  is  awfully  reason- 
able and  awfully  long-suffering,  and  I 
am  going  to  do  my  very  best  to  satisfy 
him.  Heavens !  If  anyone  came  to  me 
and  asked  quite  coolly  that  I  should  hand 
you  over  to  him,  I  know  what  I  should  say, 
and  it  wouldn't  be  half  as  kind  or  merci- 
ful as  what  has  been  said  to  me." 

They  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  garden, 
and  were,  as  might  have  been  foreseen, 
late  for  tea  under  the  sycamore,  and  they 
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went  to  the  post-office  afterwards  for  the 
letters,  as  if  their  courting  were  not,  from 
one  point  of  view,  at  a  deadlock.  It  was 
six  o'clock  before  Rex  tore  himself  away, 
and  went,  with  a  thoughtful  brow,  to  his 
rooms  in  the  village,  the  lodging  he  had 
taken  a  month  ago,  when,  after  meeting 
Olive  at  a  college  friend's  house,  he  had 
discovered  the  burning  necessity  for  im- 
proving their  acquaintance.  He  ate  his 
eggs  and  bacon,  and  he  took  a  cigarette  out 
to  the  village  green  and  strolled  about  it, 
avoiding  the  scratch  cricket  and  the  bench 
of  gossips  before  the  inn.  He  had  been 
light  to  Olive ;  but  really  the  matter  was 
serious.  He  walked  up  and  down  with 
his  young  face  grave,  weighted  by  his  diffi- 
culties. 

His  thoughts  reviewed  his  childhood  as 
far  back  as  he  could  remember.  Dim 
vision,  first,  of  a  little  boy  in  a  big  suburban 
house,  eyeing  the  noisy  family  next  door, 
with  whom,  apparently,  he  was  not  allowed 
to  play.  He  had  a  nurse,  and  a  house- 
keeper, and  maid :  the  whole  establish- 
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ment  had  been  maintained  on  behalf  of 
a  rather  forlorn  Rex  in  velvet  and  curls. 
The  women  had  kept  him  late  in  curls. 
.  .  .  His  first  memory  of  his  father  was 
a  sudden  arrival — but  all  his  appearances 
were  unlooked-for — which  brought  about 
close-cropping,  and  so  one  step  upon  the 
road  to  manhood. 

His  discernment  had  widened  with  the 
years,  but  not,  he  thought,  in  this  one 
intimate  instance,  not  in  his  puzzled  out- 
look upon  his  father.  In  the  broken  recol- 
lections of  his  babyhood,  through  the 
awkward  age  to  coat-tails,  from  coat-tails 
to  Oxford,  the  riddle,  as  it  intruded  and 
vanished  and  pushed  to  the  front  again, 
remained  insoluble.  He  did  not  believe 
that  his  father  had  lost  one  whit  of  the 
singularity,  the  alienation  from  a  decorous 
world,  that  had  been  perceived  by  the 
child  long  before  it  intruded  itself  into 
the  boy's  perception.  Rex  bit  his  lip. 
How  generously  he  had  been  treated ! 
What  liberty  he  possessed !  And  yet — 
yet He  was  by  no  means  a  morbidly 
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retrospective  person  ;  but  he  could  see  a 
dazed  child,  who  had  been  caught  up  un- 
expectedly to  the  whirl  of  a  day  in  London 
— strange,  rich  foods,  wine  that  first  stung 
and  then  stupefied  him,  glare  and  glitter 
of  a  stage,  and  people  dancing,  and  sing- 
ing unintelligible  songs,  and  the  sallow 
face  looking  on,  sardonically  amused  by 
what  must  have  been  rather  a  piteous  be- 
wilderment. He  saw,  too,  the  trifles  that 
children  store  in  their  minds  until  light 
streams  in  on  them :  the  reluctance  of 
his  pious  Scotch  nurse  to  let  him  go,  the 
indignation  with  which  she  took  his  pro- 
gramme trophy  away  from  him,  and  tucked 
his  tired  little  body  into  bed. 

Mr.  Jenkins'  descents  had  not  been  very 
well  received  by  the  impeccable  servants 
with  whom  he  had  surrounded  his  son.  A 
protest  from  his  tutor  when  his  father 
had  carried  him  off,  on  one  occasion,  to  a 
raffish  race-meeting  beyond  the  suburb, 
had  been  met  with  swift  and  autocratic 
dismissal,  a  tigerish  outburst  of  temper 
that  had  greatly  bewildered  the  small  on- 
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looker.  And  later,  when  he  was  at  school, 
and  the  contrast  between  other  boys' 
fathers  and  his  own  had  been  forced  on 
him  by  sundry  brutally  candid  critics, 
how  often  he  had  swung  between  condem- 
nation of  himself  as  a  disloyal  snob  and 
shrinking  from  the  bizarre  personality  that 
he  found  it  necessary,  by  "  milling  "  and 
fisticuffs,  publicly  to  champion !  Other 
fathers  held  up  ideals — religious,  moral, 
worldly — to  their  sons  ;  had  careers  mapped 
out  for  them  ;  spoke  of  things  that  were 
to  be  avoided  because  "  we  don't  do  'em, 
you  know."  His  father  spoke  of  life 
habitually  as  a  state  in  which  no  man's 
motives  were  without  suspicion ;  in  which 
the  best  that  could  be  done  was  to  follow 
the  easiest  whim,  to  eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry,  and  to  leave  codes  of  honour  to  the 
fools. 

Mr.  Jenkins  and  the  Millinghams  were 
as  far  apart  as  the  poles  in  their  objects 
of  existence  ;  there  were  thorns  in  abund- 
ance about  the  projected  meeting.  Rex 
hastily  recalled,  again,  the  care  with  which 
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his  guardians  had  been  picked,  and  the 
environment  that  had  been  chosen  for  him, 
and  all  the  wholesome  conditions  that 
made  the  paradox  between  his  training 
and  the  man  who  had  ordained  it  so  per- 
plexingly  apparent. 

The  dusk  had  fallen  upon  him.  A  mist 
was  rising  over  the  village  ;  the  air  was 
heavily  scented  ;  lights  glimmered  in  the 
cottages.  His  youth  tingled  through  his 
veins  ;  and  a  vexation  at  the  perverseness 
of  Fate  nipped  him.  He  was,  so  far  as  he 
knew,  a  rich  man's  son  ;  he  was  a  man 
himself  now,  not  meanly  equipped,  he 
thought,  for  the  quiet  professional  life  to 
which  he  looked  forward ;  and  yet  a 
country  vicar,  with  a  gentle  worldliness  to 
direct  his  aim,  had  touched  his  weakness 
at  their  first  encounter.  A  nobody  ?  That 
remained  to  be  seen.  Yet,  if  not  a  no- 
body, still  the  son  of  Mr.  Jenkins,  who 
held  the  inner  springs  from  which  the 
Millinghams  drew  their  sustenance  in  out- 
spoken contempt,  and  who,  on  more  super- 
ficial counts,  had  nothing  in  common  with 
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their  careful,  well-bred,  conscientious  ob- 
scurity. 

He  returned  to  his  lodgings,  took  pen 
and  paper,  and  wrote  a  letter  to  a  London 
banking  address.  It  was  a  request  that 
his  father  would  name  a  place  in  which  to 
meet  him  as  soon  as  his  convenience  per- 
mitted ;  and  he  paused  when  he  had  written 
it,  shaded  his  eyes  with  a  long,  slender 
hand,  and  stared,  without  observing  it, 
at  the  solemn  entry  of  the  stars  into  a 
purple  firmament. 

He  was  not  afraid  that  Olive,  whatever 
might  happen,  would  fall  away  from  him. 
They  loved  each  other  :  this  was  the  cer- 
tainty, the  light,  the  moon  in  his  sky.  They 
had  come  together,  these  two,  because  it 
was  their  destiny  ;  the  miracle  was  accom- 
plished, not  now  to  be  upset  by  all  the 
malpractices  of  Fate.  Even  if — the  ter- 
rible thought  was  there — they  might  never 
marry,  they  would  remain  staunch,  and 
trust  each  other  through  tragic  separa- 
tions. Rex  the  idealist,  at  two-and-twenty, 
was  not  in  a  mood  to  admit  that  there 
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could  be  an  end  to  his  love-story.  And 
if  it  were  merely  a  matter  of  effort.  .  .  . 
Work — wait  ?  He  would  work  himself  to 
a  shadow,  grow  grey  and  old,  before  he 
let  hope  pass  him  by. 

He  rose  from  this  youthful  resolution 
with  fresh  confidence ;  and  he  went  to 
the  window  with  his  shoulders  squared, 
a  young  man  who  had  already,  in  imagina- 
tion, made  short  work  of  the  lions  in  the 
path.  The  green,  on  which  he  had  turned 
over  more  depressing  reflections,  recalled 
them.  The  lion  in  question  was  not  an 
obstacle  to  be  overcome  by  the  most 
strenuous  exertions,  valour  extraordinary ; 
and  it  was  crouching  within  measurable 
striking  distance.  He  took  his  candle- 
stick soberly,  and  went  to  bed. 

When  he  had  undressed,  and  was  about 
to  blow  out  the  light,  a  thought  struck  him. 
He  took  a  photograph  from  a  drawer, 
propped  it  against  the  foot  of  the  looking- 
glass,  and  studied  it.  It  showed  the  head 
of  a  man  in  early  middle-age,  a  man  with 
narrow,  inexpressive  eyes,  and  pinched 
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nostrils,  and  high  cheek-bones  above  a 
lean  jaw.  The  mouth  was  well  shaped, 
except  for  a  full  under-lip.  It  was  the 
mouth  of  a  bon  vivant ;  but  there  was  a 
peevish  droop  of  disillusion  in  it.  The 
face  was  not  English,  certainly — the  lank 
black  hair  and  almond  eyes  insisted  upon 
that ;  but  neither  was  it  typical  of  any 
nation  that  he  knew.  The  collar  and  tie 
were  faultless — too  faultless  if  anything  ; 
the  general  impression  was  not  one  of 
refinement,  though,  oddly  enough,  the  poise 
of  head  spoke  of  an  arrogance  of  birth,  the 
aristocrat's  contempt  for  lesser  mortals. 

Rex,  when  he  had  ended  his  examina- 
tion, lifted  his  eyes  and  looked  into  the 
mirror.  Was  there  a  likeness  ?  Some- 
thing— the  set  of  shoulders,  the  high  fore- 
head— declared  their  kinship.  He  did  not 
resemble  the  photograph  even  remotely 
in  expression,  and  his  slightly  foreign  look 
was  no  more  than  an  Italian  touch  over- 
laying the  home  product ;  but  he  was  none 
the  less  surely  his  father's  son.  He  learnt 
nothing  more  from  his  survey  than  this, 
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and  he  laid  the  photograph  away,  and  went 
to  bed. 

"  It  is  absurd  that  a  man  shouldn't 
have  the  remotest  idea  of  where  his  own 
father  and  mother  came  from,  or  who  he 
is !  "  It  was  his  last  waking  thought. 
"  It  didn't  matter  before,  but  now  it 
makes  a  world  of  difference.  I  have  never 
asked  a  question  ;  but  the  time  has  come 
when  I  must  know,  for  Olive's  sake.  And 
even  if  there  is  something  ugly  behind,  will 
her  people  not  understand  that  my  life 
is  my  own,  unmade  as  yet,  and  all  at  her 
disposal  ?  I'm  not  a  genius ;  I'm  only 
a  very  ordinary  fellow ;  not  brilliant  a 
bit ;  but  I  believe  I  can  plod,  and  do 
fairly  decent  work.  Surely,  then — surely 
— surely " 

And  so  on,  through  a  lover's  optimism, 
into  sleep. 


CHAPTER 
TWO 


CHAPTER    TWO. 

A  LEAN,  foreign-looking,  sallow  man,  with 
an  aggressive  diamond  winking  in  his 
shirt-front,  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the 
Cafe  Dore,  rocking  himself  on  a  pair  of 
highly  varnished  boots.  It  was  ten  minutes 
to  eight ;  and  London,  though  it  was  only 
the  empty  August  London,  was  making  a 
prodigious  bustle  about  getting  to  its 
dinner.  The  electric  lights  were  awake, 
flickering  at  the  sunset ;  the  cafe  doors 
stood  wide  open  for  the  allurement  of  the 
hungry.  Hansoms  jingled  by,  omnibuses 
jolted  ponderously  on  their  way,  pedes- 
trians hurried  and  dawdled,  and  jostled 
each  other,  and  odd  scraps  of  conversation 
floated  up  to  the  door-step.  The  street 
smelt  of  pitch,  for  it  was  being  repaired  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  away,  and  a 

watchman  was  hanging  out  pretty  little 
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ruby  lamps  upon  his  barrier,  as  a  jeweller 
might  dress  his  window.  The  air  was  dusty 
and  stale  ;  but  it  was  unmistakably  the 
air  of  a  metropolis. 

The  lounger  looked  incuriously  at  the 
passers-by,  returning  their  stares  with  a 
contemptuous  appraisement.  Presently  a 
gleam  of  personal  recognition  lightened  his 
expression  ;  his  lips  parted,  showing  ex- 
cellent teeth,  and  he  held  out  his  hand 
as  Rex  Jenkins  mounted  the  steps  towards 
him. 

"  How  do  you  do,  father  ?  " 

"  Much  as  usual,  thank  you,"  said  Mr. 
Jenkins,  and  he  turned  into  the  cafe. 
"  Ready  for  dinner,  if  anything  fit  to 
eat  is  to  be  found  in  London  just  now. 
I  don't  dine  at  my  hotel ;  can't  stand  the 
Yankee  tripper  in  August.  Let  me  see ; 
when  did  I  see  you  last  ?  You  look  as 
if  the  country — it  was  the  country,  wasn't 
it  ? — has  been  agreeing  with  you." 

He  spoke  with  a  monotonous,  slightly 
nasal  intonation,  and  he  strolled  across 
the  gorgeous  lounge  to  the  stairs  with  his 
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forehead  puckered,  the  heavy  lower-lip 
slightly  out-thrust  as  if  something  were 
awry  in  the  day  behind  him,  and  he  had 
small  illusions  of  bettering  it  in  the  im- 
mediate future.  It  was,  perhaps,  only  a 
habit,  a  pose.  As  they  seated  themselves 
at  the  table,  and  Rex's  slim  young  figure 
faced  him,  he  drew  his  head  back  quickly, 
and  a  human  interest  flashed  to  the  sur- 
face. He  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
tipped  his  chair,  and  appeared  to  enumerate 
the  young  man's  points,  and  when  Rex 
spoke  he  paused,  with  a  titbit  on  his  fork, 
to  listen. 

"  Yes,  it  was  the  country,"  Rex  said. 
"  I  came  up  this  morning  because,  as  I 
wrote,  I  had  something  to  say  to  you." 

"  Is  that  champagne  in  the  ice  ?  "  Mr. 
Jenkins  said  to  the  waiter.  "  Something 
to  say  ?  I  put  your  allowance  to  your 
credit  at  the  usual  time,  didn't  I  ?  Over- 
drawn ?  No,  that  can't  be  :  there's  the 
other  :  my — er — savings  last  spring  at 
Monte — amazing  luck,  a-mazing  !  I  dare 
say  you  read  it  in  the  papers.  It  might 
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have  gone  to  pay  debts  ;  but,  honestly, 
I  grudged  it.  ...  You  ought  to  be  fairly 
affluent,  but  /  know  what  young  men  are." 
He  smiled  with  a  sardonic  jocularity  at 
his  son. 

Rex  held  his  tongue  for  a  moment. 
Debts  ?  What  did  that  mean  ?  It  was  a 
new  note,  and  not  a  pleasing  one.  It 
occurred  to  him  that  this  Bohemian  parent 
of  his  looked  at  life  through  a  perpetu- 
ally dusty  window.  He  had  come  to  town 
fresh  from  the  peace  and  dignity  of  the 
Millinghams'  simple  life  and  ideals  ;  the 
tawdriness  of  the  big  gilded  room,  the  per- 
sistent flash  of  his  father's  diamond,  urged 
unfavourable  comparisons.  He  looked 
across  the  table  quite  gravely,  his  face 
troubled. 

"  I  say,  sir,  if  you  want  that  money, 
less,  much  less,  will  set  me  going.  .  .  . 
And  I'm  not  in  any  difficulty,  thanks. 
You've  always  been  very  generous  to  me. 
I  don't  really  want " 

The  elder  man  laughed. 

"  You've  got  a  conscience,  Rex,  haven't 
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you  ?  So  your  house-master  informed  me 
some  years  ago,  and  I  told  him  it  must  be 
the  first  in  the  family.  The  word  '  debts ' 
startled  you  ;  I  saw  your  eyes  open.  You 
can  be  easy ;  they  don't  give  me  any 
sleepless  nights.  I  keep  a  fair  palate,  too. 
And,  by  the  way,  you  are  a  fool  to  pass 
that  salmi." 

Rex  sat  still,  looking  rather  stiffly 
before  him.  He  had  reddened,  and  his 
plate  remained  empty. 

"  I  wish  you  would  let  me  know  some- 
thing about  your  real  life,  father,"  he  said 
suddenly.  "  Won't  you  let  me  have  any 
share  in  it  except  spending  your  money  ? 
And  I  don't  want  to  spend  it  either,  though 
I  have  always  done  it,  thinking  you  were  a 
— supposing  until  this  instant  that  you 
were  a  rich  man.  I  want  to  stand  on  my 
own  feet,  and  make  my  way  for  myself." 
"  Oh,  you  will  be  doing  that  presently," 
Jenkins  said.  "  You  are  as  representative 
a  specimen  of  the  barrister  in  embryo  when 
you  wear  that  condemnatory  expression 
as  a  man  could  wish  to  see.  I  don't  doubt 
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your  successful  future."  He  drank  a  glass 
of  wine  and  wiped  his  lips.  "  Dry  !  Now, 
it  is  odd,  and  part  of  an  evil  inheritance  ; 
but  I  prefer  sweet  champagne,  the  stuff 
the  Russians  drink.  Rich  man  ?  You 
may  call  me  a  pretty  extensive  landed  pro- 
prietor if  you  like  ;  and  there  is  money, 
only  it  has  to  be  squeezed  out  of  the — soil, 
and  it  dribbles  when,  if  it  considered  my 
convenience,  it  would  flow  freely.  You 
wouldn't  find  my  '  real  life/  as  you  call 
it,  at  all  congenial.  It  is  based  principally 
on  the  effort  to  get  through  time  with  as 
little  ennui  as  possible.  That  means  a 
considerable  amount  of  running  to  and  fro, 
and  I  don't  know,  remembering  that  con- 
science of  yours,  that  it  would  edify  you 
to  accompany  me." 

Rex  refused  to  be  shaken  off.  He  had 
put  a  foot  in  at  the  door,  rather  to  his  own 
surprise ;  for  Olive's  sake  he  pushed  it 
farther. 

"  If  you  have  a  business ?  >;  he 

said. 

"  I  let  other  people  look  after  it." 
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"  Might  I  not  be  one  of  the  other 
people  ?  " 

"  My — er — business,"  said  Mr.  Jenkins, 
and  peered,  with  a  veiled  eye,  at  the 
bubbles  in  his  glass,  his  yellow  hand  hooked 
about  the  slender  stem,  "  may  unfortun- 
ately become  known  to  you'  in  the  fulness 
of  time.  It  is  a  detestable  one,  in  a  detest- 
able climate.  I  have  kept  you  out  of  it 
that  you  may  be  an  Englishman — a  Euro- 
pean ;  which  has  always  appeared  to  me 
about  the  best  existence,  given  certain 
accessories,  that  the  world  can  show." 

If  Rex  had  reddened  before,  he  lost 
colour  now.  He  drew  an  uneven  breath, 
and  suddenly,  with  a  convincing  distinct- 
ness, he  saw  the  tinge  of  the  face  before 
him,  the  long,  inscrutable  eyes,  the  black, 
smooth  hair  untouched  by  grey.  He  had 
always  known  these  things,  but  at  this 
moment  they  startled  him. 

"  I  had  to  be  made  an  Englishman  ? 
Yes,  of  course,  ...  I  knew  that ; 
but " 

He  stumbled  over  his  words,  and  his 
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imagination  leapt  at  the  East,  the  un- 
known place  to  which  his  father  made  his 
mysterious  pilgrimages.  "  Not  European, 
then,  that  means  ?  Father,  is  that  it  ?  ' 
He  could  not  frame  the  question,  but  his 
eyes  said  it  for  him. 

"  That  is  a  part  of  it.  Don't  look  so 
tragic.  My  contention  is  that  a  man  is 
what  he  feels  himself  to  be,  and  your  feel- 
ings, I  observe,  are  purely  Occidental. 
Besides,  your  mother " 

He  stopped  and  set  down  the  glass.  Rex 
leaned  forward  eagerly.  The  blood  was 
coming  back  to  his  cheeks,  but  the  security 
of  ignorance  was  gone.  The  solid  ground 
had  begun,  quite  unexpectedly,  to  shift 
under  him. 

"  You  are  very  like  her.  You  have 
taken  something  from  me,  but  it  is  only 
the  merest  superficiality ;  the  essentials 
are  hers.  You  grow  more  like  her,  too. 
She  was  an  English  lady  ;  and  she  did 
me  an  honour  beyond  my  deserts  when 
she  married  me.  She  died  within  two 
years  of  our  marriage  :  she  showed  a 
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wisdom  in  that  as  great  as  her  toleration, 
till  then,  of  a  world  too  evil  for  her." 

The  mocking  tone  was  gone.  He  was 
speaking  with  his  usual  monotonous  in- 
flection, but  his  manner  carried  weight. 
The  Millinghams  swept  into  Rex's  mind 
upon  an  inrush  of  enlightenment  :  Olive 
among  the  fruit-trees,  the  vicar  in  his  quiet 
study,  the  middle-aged  lady  knitting  on  the 
lawn.  A  shadow  from  the  past  moved 
among  them,  a  spirit  who  found  their 
quiet  ways  her  own. 

Mr.  Jenkins  went  on  speaking. 

"  For  the  matter  of  that,  my  mother  was 
a  white  woman,  too,  an  American.  She 
did  not  bring  me  up  to  her  life,  though  ; 
she  let  me  go  to — the  other.  It  was  not 
exactly  a  kindness.  Dear  me,  yes,  the 
unlucky  soul  had  a  bad  time  of  it ;  her 
indifference  to  me,  who  belonged  there,  is 
perfectly  explicable.  She  died  when  I  was 
a  small  boy ;  I  don't  suppose  she  was 
more  than  thirty.  Thirty  is  old  for  a 
woman  in — my  place  of  business."  The 
corners  of  his  mouth  wryed  at  some  sour 
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thought.  "  Does  this  information  give  you 
any  satisfaction  ?  Heaven  knows  why  I 
have  been  so  garrulous  to-night.  It  must 
have  been  the  sight  of  your  sleekness ;  I  could 
never  see  a  purring  cat  without  wishing  to 
rub  its  fur  the  wrong  way,  and  yet  I  assure 
you  I  don't  dislike  the  brutes."  ...  He 
looked  obliquely,  subtly,  at  his  son.  "  If 
I  were  you,  I  should  let  it  rest  at  that. 
Your  life,  as  you  have  found  it  up  till  now, 
has  been  a  tolerable  one  ;  it  isn't  altered  by 
your  knowing  that  your  blood  is  not  so 
white  as  it  might  be,  is  it  ?  As  I  said,  you'll 
always  pass  muster,  and  the  inner  man  is 
British  right  through.  Make  the  most  of 
what  you  have,  Rex,  without  troubling 
about  its  nature,  or  the  exact  sources  of 
its  support." 

The  restaurant  was  too  fully  lit ;  the 
clatter  of  voices  and  service,  the  glare, 
began  to  be  intrusive.  Rex  looked  round 
him.  This  was  no  place  for  confidences 
such  as  he  had  just  heard,  disturbing  things 
with  a  deeper  under-current  below  them. 
He  was  no  nearer  to  knowledge  of  practicali- 
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ties  than  before,  and  yet  his  father,  out  of 
an  impulse  that  he  himself  had  described 
as  wanton,  had  destroyed  his  ease  of  mind 
at  a  blow.  The  old  tigerish  rage  that  had 
wreaked  itself  on  the  tutor  bobbed  into 
recollection ;  there  was  no  anger  here, 
but  there  was  maliciousness,  the  tiger  at 
play. 

'  You  have  told  me  of  mixed  races.  It 
isn't  good  to  hear/'  he  said  slowly.  "  I 
want  time  to  think  it  over,  father." 

"  All  the  thinking  in  the  world  won't 
mend  it,"  Mr.  Jenkins  said  lightly,  crack- 
ing a  walnut.  "  You  /  Has  anyone  ever 
accused  you — hinted — of  this  ?  No  !  Oh, 
they've  asked  if  you  were  Italian  some- 
times, have  they  ?  Ye-es  ;  it  might  strike 
a  very  observant  person  that  way ;  the 
majority  would  not  think  at  all  about  it. 
You  may  thank  me,  in  fact,  for  that, 
though  there  is  no  credit  attaching  ;  your 
education  was  a  debt  I  owed  to  your 
mother  ;  and  I  have  repaid  it  to  her  son/7 
He  threw  the  crackers  on  the  table  with  a 
clatter,  and  changed  the  subject. 
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"  Have  you  half  an  hour  to  spare  to- 
morrow morning  ?  I  am  going  to  try  a 
new  motor  I  brought  over  from  France. 
I  wish  I  had  the  taste  for  road-racing  ; 
but  it  entails  too  much  physical  strain  to 
please  a  lazy  man." 

Rex,  however,  with  the  savour  of  the 
dinner  lost  beyond  recall,  was  unable  to 
let  the  matter  be  tossed  aside  in  this  off- 
hand fashion.  It  was  to  the  memory  of  his 
English  mother,  then,  that  he  owed  his 
English  upbringing.  Was  it  this,  also, 
that  accounted  for  the  perpetual  lack  of 
harmony  between  his  guardians  and  the 
man  who  had  selected  them  ?  It  looked 
like  one  riddle's  solution.  There  were  more 
remaining.  It  was  true  that  he  felt  him- 
self to  be  healthily  British  in  every  fibre, 
as  true  as  that  his  looks  had  never  betrayed 
him  ;  he  was  optimistic  enough  to  seize  the 
plank  pushed  out,  and  bestride  it ;  but 
the  new  knowledge  hurt.  Oh !  knowing 
it  hurt  him  abominably,  though  it  was 
only  a  scratch  on  the  surface  ;  it  had  not 
gone  deeper,  where,  he  was  confident,  he 
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remained  himself.  Still,  it  was  not  only 
he  who  was  concerned  ;  for  Olive's  sake 
he  braced  himself,  and  returned  to  the 
subject. 

"  What  part  of  the  East,  then,  do 
we ?  " 

Mr.  Jenkins  shrugged  his  shoulders,  his 
eyes  derisive;  and  his  mouth  returned  to 
its  peevish  twist. 

"  My  good  lad,  you  will  get  into  trouble 
in  a  minute  if  you  persist  in  asking  foolish 
questions.  Here  you  are,  a  moderately 
intelligent  young  man  with  approved  prin- 
ciples, the  right  kind  of  friends  to  your 
taste  (too  mild  for  me,  I  admit ;  but  then, 
I  prefer  high  seasoning),  and  a  fistful  of 
money.  Isn't  that  enough  ?  I  wish  you 
would  either  drink  your  coffee  or  send  it 
away.  It  is  getting  late,  and  I  have  stalls 
at  the  Frivolity." 

He  motioned  to  the  waiter  for  his  bill. 
They  sat  in  silence,  and  the  elder  man 
stared  round  him,  coolly  beating  down  the 
return  glances  of  the  other  diners.  Rex 
was  still  cogitating  when  the  sovereigns 
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went  jingling  away  on  a  plate  ;  he  fol- 
lowed their  disappearance  absently,  and 
drew  his  forces  together. 

"  Father  !  I — I  had  a  special  reason 
for  asking  to  see  you  to-night.  You  don't 
— it  is  difficult  to  find  the  chance  to  speak 
of  it,  but  I  want  you  to  hear  what  I  have 
to  say.  I  must  know  my  own  history 
because  I  have  to  give  an  account  of  my- 
self to — other  people."  He  spoke  unevenly, 
and  he  kept  his  eyes  on  the  cloth. 
"  My  past,  and  my  future,  are  all  con- 
cerned  " 

He  broke  off  abruptly,  aware  that  he 
had  no  hearer. 

Mr.  Jenkins  had  turned  in  his  seat,  and 
the  napkin  he  held  was  crumpled  to  a  wisp. 
There  was  light  at  last  in  his  heavy  eyes 
— the  light  of  a  smouldering  fury ;  it  trans- 
formed the  man  from  a  gibing,  pleasure- 
seeking  pagan  into  a  being  more  elementary, 
and  infinitely  more  dangerous.  Rex's  little 
appeal  was  cut  midway  ;  he,  too,  turned, 
and  followed  the  intent  gaze. 

Two  strangers  were  standing  side  by 
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side  a  few  paces  from  them,  their  attitudes 
profoundly  deprecatory  and  obsequious. 
Their  hands  were  at  the  level  of  their 
breasts,  the  palms  laid  together,  the  fingers 
extended  ;  the  filbert  nails  with  the  pale 
half-moon  at  the  base  caught  Rex's  atten- 
tion early.  They  were  utterly  out  of 
place  in  the  London  room ;  and  they  were 
obviously  unexpected  by  the  person  to 
whom  they  were  deferring. 

The  two  men,  though  they  were  dressed 
in  conventional  frock-coats,  were  certainly 
not  Europeans.  They  had  narrow  black 
eyes  and  yellow  faces,  high  cheek-bones, 
and  lank  black  hair.  They  were,  at  a  guess, 
from  the  Far  East — Malays,  Mongolian — 
Rex  did  not  know  much  about  the  far-off 
peoples.  What  was  beyond  doubt  was 
that  they  were,  however  distantly,  men 
akin  in  race  to  his  father ;  and  that  was  a 
sufficiently  startling  discovery  to  rivet  him 
to  his  seat. 

Mr.  Jenkins  spoke  monotonous,  sibilant 
words  in  a  strange  tongue.  The  other 
diners  were  quizzing  the  group.  The  two 
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intruders    began    an    answer    in    the    un- 
familiar language. 

Rex,  without  understanding  a  word, 
hung  upon  the  colloquy.  Asiatics,  with 
mask-like,  inexpressive  faces,  so  like  and 
yet  so  unlike  the  one  he  knew  ;  subdued 
men,  bearing  still  a  suggestion  of  curbed 
potentialities — what  could  they  be  but 
messengers  from  the  remote  "  place  of 
business "  that  he  had  heard  spoken  of 
for  the  first  time  that  evening  ?  They 
were  beings  from  another  continent ;  he 
knew  less  than  nothing  of  them,  and 
he  had  never  felt  more  thoroughly  in- 
sular in  his  life ;  but  his  heart  beat 
fast. 

The  three  spoke  together  ;  for  how  long 
he  could  not  have  told  :  it  was  a  scene  too 
full  of  unsifted  meaning  to  measure  by 
minutes.  At  its  conclusion  Mr.  Jenkins, 
who  had  merely  interrupted  with  swift, 
savage  stabs  of  fluency  the  speeches  of  the 
others,  held  up  his  hand  and  commanded 
them  to  silence.  He  faced  Rex  again,  a 
little  sallower  than  before,  a  crooked  smile, 
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that  gave  him  the  appearance  of  snarling, 
disfiguring  his  face. 

"It  is  odd  that  this  should  have  hap- 
pened when  you  were  with  me.  It  looks 
as  if  you  may  as  well  have  your  informa- 
tion." 

"  They  are  your  employes  ?  They  come 
from  your  plantations  ?  "  Rex  hazarded 
eagerly. 

Mr.  Jenkins  nodded,  and  lit  a  second 
cigar.  He  seemed  to  be  turning  something 
over  in  his  mind. 

"  Employes — no,  not  exactly.  My  sub- 
jects— yes.  I  warned  you  that  I  had  a 
detestable  trade.  Wouldn't  you  class  the 
king  of  a  few  hundred  thousand  treacher- 
ous, yellow-skinned  barbarians  among  the 
unlucky  ?  And  my  mother  " — he  threw 
his  head  back  and  laughed — "  was  bred  to 
believe  that  all  men  are  born  free  and 
equal." 

"  King  ?  " 

"It  is  a  large  mouthful  to  swallow  ; 
you  had  better  shut  your  eyes  and  take  it 
at  a  gulp.  Your  wildest  dreams  wouldn't 
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have  suggested  it,  would  they  ?  It  sounds 
romantic  to  your  inexperience,  Rex  ;  the 
title  has  a  misleading  glamour.  I  have 
always  preferred  incognito  as  plain  Jenkins, 
and  rule  by  deputy  whenever  practic- 
able. King,  alas  !  yes,  of  Kerisal,  which 
is  a  place  about  as  far  from  these  pleasant 
flesh-pots  as  the  poles." 

If  was  a  long  time  since  Rex  had  conned 
his  geography.  His  mind  ran  back  to  his 
studies  of  the  map  of  Asia,  researches  never 
very  zealously  prosecuted,  and  recalled 
with  difficulty  now.  The  name  brought  no 
further  enlightenment  than  a  faint  sus- 
picion that  he  had  seen  it  in  small  print, 
and  made  haste  to  forget  it. 

Mr.  Jenkins  rose.  Rex,  rather  dazed, 
looked  round  for  his  hat ;  and  when  he 
had  received  it,  the  envoys,  their  audience 
over,  their  obeisances  made,  were  walking 
towards  the  door.  He  stood  staring  after 
them  with,  it  must  be  confessed,  an  open 
mouth,  drinking  in  their  strangeness. 

"  They  would  call  it  kismet,"  his  father's 
voice  said  in  his  ear.  "  I  call  it  an  un- 
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utterable  nuisance.  They  have  the  im- 
pudence to  bring  their  protests  to  me ! 
There  is  something  rotten  in  the  state  of 
Kerisal  ;  and  it  appears  that  I  am  wanted. 
Now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  Spencer's  last 
three  letters,  ominously  fat  and  bulky, 
are  lying  unopened  at  the  hotel.  .  .  . 
Well,  shall  we  go  on  to  the  Frivolity  ?  " 

Rex  wheeled  to  him,  and  met  a  scrutiny 
that  belied  the  indifferent  words.  His 
father  was  eyeing  him  ;  when  their  looks 
clashed  furtively,  it  was  the  elder  man  who 
drew  his  away. 

"  No  !  "  he  cried,  so  loudly  that  a  dozen 
heads  craned.  "  I  don't  understand,  and 
it  is  all  rather  a — a  nightmare,  but  I  am 
sure  we  ought  to  go  back  to  the  hotel. 
You  will  want  to  see  your  letters,  your 
mail,  won't  you  ?  "  There  was  the  crudity 
of  youth  in  the  appeal ;  Mr.  Jenkins  gave 
his  ugly  smile  again,  and  the  boy  winced, 
but  only  for  a  second.  "  Oh,  I  am  out  of 
all  order,  I  know,  sir,  from  your  point  of 
view.  But  I  have  got  to  hear  ;  and  I  am 
not  a  child  to  be  kept  in  the  dark  because 
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knowing  things  isn't  good  for  me.  This 
talk  of  kings  needs  explaining." 

He  stood  back  for  his  father  to  pass, 
holding  his  young  head  high,  his  face 
strained  and  excited.  Mr.  Jenkins,  with 
a  shrug  and  an  expression  of  grim  amuse- 
ment, turned. 

"  You  don't  belong  to  it  in  the  least," 
he  said.  "  You  never  will.  It  is  a  dust- 
heap,  an  ant-hill,  good  for  nothing  but  to 
keep  you  and  me  here.  It  is  better,  believe 
me,  to  be  a  nonentity  in  England  than  a 
king  in  Kerisal.  Still,  as  your  virtuous 
mind  speaks  profound  wisdom,  and  you 
are^bent  on  hearing  the  facts  of  the  case, 
I  will  get  back  to  those  neglected  des- 
patches, and  you  shall  come  with  me. 
Waiter,  call  a  hansom." 


CHAPTER 
THREE 


CHAPTER    THREE. 

AN  atlas  lay  on  the  table  of  a  private 
sitting-room  in  the  hotel ;  the  waiter 
who  had  fetched  it  closed  the  door. 

Rex,  who  had  been  so  deep  in  his  own 
thoughts  that  he  could  not  have  said  how 
they  came  there,  watched  his  father  turn 
over  the  leaves.  The  lights  of  the  street, 
the  click  of  hoofs,  the  buzz  of  the  hotel 
lounge,  had  passed  as  the  fabric  of  a 
dream.  This,  however,  was  real  enough  : 
the  index-finger  on  the  map  of  Asia,  and 
the  level  voice  taking  up  an  interrupted 
history. 

"  East  from  Singapore,  a  little  north, 
at  the  back  of  beyond — there  you  are.  It 
is  small  print ;  you  had  better  take  the 
glass." 

He  took  it,  and  bent  over  anxiously. 
The  tiny  green  patch  of  Kerisal  was  well 
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away  from  the  familiar  red  of  British 
possessions ;  apart,  too,  from  the  Dutch 
islands.  It  appeared  to  be  a  blunt  penin- 
sula with  tropical  Asia  at  its  back,  remote 
from  the  high-roads  of  ocean. 

"  Akasa  "  trailed  from  a  black  dot  on 
the  coast.  He  indicated  it,  and  looked 
up  in  inquiry. 

"  Akasa  ?  Yes ;  port  and  capital. 
Overgrown,  insanitary  village.  You  can 
almost  cover  my  dominions  with  your 
finger-tip,  you  observe.  I  suppose  they 
must  be  as  big  as  Ireland,  if  you  come  to 
comparisons  ;  they  are  certainly  as  unruly. 
We  had  a  standing  army  once,  but  it 
took  to  weekly  mutinies — wanted  its  pay 
regularly ! — and  we  disbanded  it.  Sit  down, 
boy,  and  take  off  that  woebegone  look. 
The  place  is  too  squalid  for  any  man  to 
worry  over.  Its  only  merit  is  that,  with  a 
little  persuasion,  it  will  ooze  some  sort  of 
revenue  upon  which  you  and  I,  by  virtue 
of  the  privilege  of  the  lion's  share,  con- 
trive to  live." 

Mr.  Jenkins,  as  he  delivered  himself  of 
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this  confession,  dropped  into  a  comfort- 
able chair.  Rex,  after  another  uneasy 
cogitation  over  the  map,  followed  his 
example.  A  window  was  open  beside  them, 
and  the  tide  of  London  life  surged  up  and 
down  below  it,  swelling  now  and  again  to 
the  brisk  rattle  of  a  hansom,  and  sinking 
at  its  lowest  ebb  to  a  medley  of  familiar 
sounds.  It  seemed  to  throw  the  scene  of 
the  narrative  still  farther  into  the  distance 
by  its  insistence  that  the  heart  of  the  world 
was  beating  here — here — here. 

"  So  far  as  I  know,'*  Mr.  Jenkins  said 
meditatively,  opening  his  gold  cigar-case 
again,  "  the  whole  of  Kerisal  was  once  a 
jungle,  as  the  greater  part  of  it  is  to-day. 
There  was  a  big  forest,  and  the  natives 
lived  in  it,  and  cut  all  strangers'  throats 
to  pass  the  time,  until  the  Malays  came 
along  and  cut  theirs,  and  mixed  in  with 
them.  The  strain  of  Malay  blood  doesn't 
make  for  meekness  ;  graft  it  into  a  fine 
talent  for  inhospitality,  and  you  have  the 
spirit  of  the  country.  Kerisal  doesn't  en- 
courage the  trader  and  the  tourist ;  it 
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hates  all  outlanders  quite  ferociously  ;  and 
I  don't  suppose,  if  the  Malays  had  not, 
anticipating  Mahan,  learned  how  to  domin- 
ate the  coast  strip  with  their  pirate  craft, 
that  they  would  have  kept  their  footing 
long.  For,  d'ye  see,  all  the  fertile  land 
is  on  the  line  of  westerly  seaboard,  hemmed 
between  the  bad  lands  and  the  sea.  Its 
position  is  naturally  as  well  as  politically 
precarious.  It  lies  low,  below  sea-level, 
and  at  one  time  it  was  at  the  mercy 
of  the  monsoons,  and  an  extra  storm  or 
two  meant  something  very  like  famine. 
The  natives  used  to  come  up  from  the  in- 
terior and  scratch  at  their  wretched  crops 
with  one  eye  to  the  sea  ;  and  Akasa  was 
their  market  and  meeting-place.  It  stood, 
and  stands,  on  a  ridge  of  sandhills,  out  of 
ordinary  danger. 

"  One  day  a  shipload  of  Dutchmen 
landed  on  the  shore.  It  was  not  the  first 
time  they  had  prospected  there  ;  but  so 
far  they  had  found  it  wise  to  clear  off 
again  as  soon  as  they  could.  This  time 
one  of  them  contrived  to  get  himself  into  the 
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good  graces  of  the  chief  at  Akasa,  probably 
because  he  suggested  a  scheme  for  putting 
an  end  to  the  uncertainty  of  the  food-supply. 
It  was  simple  enough  to  a  Netherlander. 
He  built  a  dike  five  miles  out  of  Akasa, 
all  along  the  line  of  unprotected  coast, 
and  he  made  a  good  piece  of  work  of  it, 
so  thorough  and  substantial  that  it  stands 
to  this  day.  It  is  just  as  well  it  does,  for 
the  sea  has  been  encroaching  steadily  of 
late  years.  He  built  to  keep  out  occa- 
sional floods ;  but  we  have  to  repair  and 
strengthen  it,  because  the  monsoon  bursts 
throw  an  enormous  pressure  upon  it,  and 
if  it  went  the  Kerisalis  would  have  to  go 
back  to  their  forest  fruits  and  roots,  and 
leave  us  nothing  to  tax.  As  it  is,  our  prin- 
cipal funds  come  from  rice  and  fish  dues 
levied  in  the  Akasa  markets.  We  have 
means  of  enforcing  them  there  ;  and  it  isn't 
expedient  to  tamper  with  the  hinterland. 
"  You  had  better  take  an  interest  in  that 
'way-back  Dutchman,  Rex,  for  he  married 
the  chief's  daughter,  ousted  his  male  heir, 
and  became  your  great-great-grandfather. 
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He  must  have  been  an  enterprising  person, 
and  how  he  kept  his  place  in  the  face 
of  the  prejudice  against  foreigners  re- 
mains a  mystery.  He  was  the  first  man 
to  style  himself  King  of  Kerisal,  and  he 
has  handed  a  garbled  edition  of  his  name 
down  to  his  descendants,  so  that  when  I 
hear  myself  called  Jani  Mata  I  guess  the 
original  man  may  have  been  Jan  Maarten 
somebody.  The  chief's  son's  party  kept 
him  busy.  It  quieted  down  as  years  went 
on — you  see,  the  dike-builder  had  the  pull 
— but  it  still  exists  ;  and  it  prides  itself  on 
being  pure-blooded,  if  you  please.  The 
present  representative  of  what  you  may 
call  the  Legitimists  is  a  seditious  gentleman 
locally  styled  Prince  Ahmed,  who  has  had 
the  misfortune  to  be  educated  above  his 
station,  and  who  cultivates  a  popularity 
that  he  has  an  insolent  way  of  flaunting  in 
our  faces. 

"  Now,  you  know  all  about  it,  don't 
you  ?  The  place  is  out  of  the  way  of 
trade,  too  pestilential  for  globe-trotters, 
and,  I'm  bound  to  confess,  too  beastly  for 
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King  Jani  Mata  when  he  can  keep  out  of 
it.  Anyone  who  would  guarantee  me  five 
thousand  a  year  for  life  might  have  the 
throne  to-morrow,  though  he  would  not 
sit  long  upon  it  unless  he  had  a  long, 
strong  arm  to  protect  himself.  The  Keri- 
salis'  opposition  to  strangers  is  something 
more  than  a  prejudice  ;  it  is  a  part  of  their 
religion.  It  is  not  so  many  years  ago  that 
they  crucified  a  trader  who  went  looking 
for  camphor  in  the  jungle,  and  Spencer 
had  to  take  an  extra  ten  per  cent,  off  the 
grain-harvest  to  pay  the  widow  an  in- 
demnity and  keep  the  thing  out  of  Foreign 
Office  reports." 

He  picked  up  the  pile  of  letters  on  the 
table,  ripped  them  open,  and  plunged  into 
his  correspondence.  Rex  rose  without 
speaking,  and  traced  the  boundaries  of 
Kerisal,  his  forehead  knitted.  Once  he 
looked  round,  to  see  his  father's  eyes  bent 
to  the  sheets  in  his  hand.  He  was  glad 
that  there  was  time  to  think  ;  he  thought 
many  things,  indeed,  before  Mr.  Jenkins 
raised  his  head  again. 
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"  What  is  it  ?  You  look  as  if  you 
wanted  to  ask  questions." 

"I  do,"  Rex  said,  struggling  with  their 
multiplicity.  "  No,  I  never  dreamed  of 
this.  It's,  it's — almost  beyond  belief." 

"  It  doesn't  go  with  your  present  way  of 
living,  you  mean.  It  is  really  a  sordid, 
stupid  business,  a  kingdom  in  a  teacup, 
mean  and  evil-smelling ;  and  I  assure 
you  there  isn't  any  romance  in  it." 

There  was  another  silence,  during  which 
Mr.  Jenkins  re-read  the  letters,  flashing  a 
guarded  look  at  his  son  each  time  he  turned 
a  leaf. 

"  Who  is  Spencer  ?  " 

Rex's  father  laid  the  letters  on  the  table 
and  lit  the  cigar  he  had  selected.  He 
did  not  hurry  to  answer  the  question,  but 
he  replied  as  he  pushed  the  matchbox 
away. 

"  Spencer  is  my  right-hand  man,  my 
prime  minister,  chancellor  of  the  exchequer, 
viceroy,  and  generalissimo.  He  is  also 
the  writer  of  this  correspondence,  which 
explains,  to  a  certain  extent,  why  two 
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officious  native  gentlemen  thought  fit  to 
come  all  the  way  from  Akasa  to  hint 
vaguely  at  coming  trouble.  He  has  a  pro- 
ject brewing — he  won't  commit  it  to  paper, 
I  notice — and  it  seems  that  the  Kerisalis 
think  that  they  won't  like  it.  The  air  is 
thick  with  hints  :  that,  if  you  come  to 
analyse  it,  is  the  atmosphere  known  as 
Oriental  mystery — the  veiled  intrigue  of 
the  East.  Tcha  !  "  He  laughed  shortly. 
"  Even  Spencer  is  infected  with  it.  Oh, 
yes  ;  and,  by  the  way,  he  is  a  kind  of  uncle, 
too,  for  he  is  my  mother's  half-brother, 
son  of  a  Yankee  skipper  who  was  drowned 
off  the  islands  years  ago.  Colonel  Elias 
Spencer — and  goodness  knows  where  he 
got  the  colonel.  In  command  of  the  Legion, 
perhaps — did  I  tell  you  he  exists  by  the 
kind  help  of  a  Foreign  Legion  ?  Pretty 
pack  of  ragamuffins,  too.  Oh,  he  is  a 
raffish  character,  our  uncle  Elias,  and  the 
Kerisalis  love  him  as  they  should,  and  al- 
most as  much  as  they  love  me." 

"  You  are  satisfied  to  leave  your  people 
in  his  hands,  sir  ?  " 
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Mr.  Jenkins  crossed  his  knees,  and 
crooked  his  hands  round  them  while  he 
weighed  the  interrogation.  He  smiled  the 
ugly  smile  that  was  so  much  more  of  a 
sneer.  He  began  to  speak  after  a  few 
minutes  ;  and  this  time  his  tone  suggested 
less  indifference  than  the  surge  of  opinions 
hidden  but  unchanging,  and  working 
through  the  medium  of  active  prejudices. 

"  I  must  have  been  as  young  as  you 
when  I  had  yearnings  over  the  Kerisalis  ; 
but  I  wasn't  so  smug  about  'em,  I  think," 
he  said  dryly.  "  I  had  an  idea  of  educating 
'em,  sweeping  out  their  dust-heaps,  making 
'em  clean  and  tidy,  so  to  speak.  I  went  to 
Singapore  to  see  how  the  British  did  things  ; 
and  I  went  as  an  American,  not  wanting 
patronage,  and  fingers  in  my  pie.  I  had 
had  some  time  in  'Frisco  before  that — went 
to  give  my  mother's  people  some  trifles 
she  left ;  but  I — they-poh,  well,  the  climate 
of  the  States  didn't  suit  me ;  and  my  kins- 
folk there  were  a  set  of  sharks,  and  when 
it  leaked  out  that  I  was  a  live  king,  they 
rose  up  in  a  body  and  took  ship  to  come 
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and  exploit  my  country.  They  never  got 
there,  luckily.  Spencer's  father  was  bring- 
ing them,  and,  as  I  say,  they  were  wrecked 
on  the  islands,  and  not  a  man  survived. 
So  much  for  your  American  relations,  Rex. 
Where  was  I  ?  Ah,  Singapore !  "  His 
voice  changed  indefinitely  ;  he  threw  his 
eyes  to  the  ceiling,  and  kept  them  there, 
following  the  thin  smoke  as  it  drifted  into 
the  corners  of  the  room.  "  I  met  an 
English  girl  on  my  travels,  governess  to  an 
officer's  family,  and  I  married  her  ;  and 
after  it  was  done  I  told  her  who  I  was,  and 
took  her  back  to  my  own  place. 

"  She  lived  two  years.  I  wanted  to 
send  her  back,  but  she  wouldn't  go  ;  she 
hadn't  a  relation  in  the  world,  and  she 
thought,  as  I  did  then,  that  there  must  be 
some  way  of  getting  at  the  Kerisalis.  My 
mother  had  eaten  her  heart  out  years 
before,  and  died  ;  it  ought  to  have  warned 
me,  but  it  didn't.  The  natives  did  my 
wife  to  death,  no  less.  There  was  trouble 
over  some  reforms,  and  they  set  it  down 
to  her — to  her"  He  stopped,  and  he 
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breathed  hard.  "  She  wanted  to  do  good 
to  'em ;  she  hadn't  an  evil  thought  of  a 
soul  in  the  world  ;  but  they  hated  her,  like 
the  savages  they  were  and  are,  because 
she  was  civilised  and  had  a  white  skin. 
She  had  enteric,  and  I  got  a  little  German 
doctor  over  for  her,  and  they  mobbed  him 
through  Akasa,  and  hunted  him  up  to  the 
gates  of  the  palaces — our  bungalows,  you 
know — and  the  terror  and  shock  of  it 
killed  her.  I  washed  my  hands  of  them 
then  ;  and  if  I  could  have  roasted  the  lot 
at  a  slow  fire  to  revenge  her  I  would  have 
done  it — which  I  suppose  is  my  Kerisali 
blood  getting  the  better  of  the  Yankee. 
I  haven't  changed  my  feelings  in  the  last 
twenty  years ;  and  I  have  kept  clear 
of  the  country  as  much  as  possible,  and 
given  myself  a  good  time  over  here  at 
its  expense." 

The  story,  with  all  its  pregnant  detail, 
defiled  through  Rex's  mind.  He  began 
to  hear  the  note  of  emotion  and  tragedy, 
and  to  perceive  something  grimmer  than 
sheer  indifference.  Here  was  the  unlocked 
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door  ;  but  he  stood  rather  uncertainly  on 
the  threshold,  conscious  that  the  veiled 
observation,  the  heavy,  satirical  mood, 
gave  him  no  welcome. 

"  I  am  glad  to  know  about  my  mother," 
he  said.  Olive  was  very  vividly  present 
in  his  mind  just  then.  "  I  wanted  to 
know  ;  I  wish  you  had  told  me  before. 
Oh  yes,  father — I  would  have  given  a  good 
deal  to  know." 

"  Well,  there  you  have  it,"  Mr.  Jenkins 
said  curtly.  Then  he  puckered  his  brows 
and  looked  at  the  young  man's  fresh  cheeks, 
his  spruce  appearance,  the  candour  in  his 
eyes,  and  he  drew  his  lips  together  sharply. 
"  Did  you  expect  me  to  dig  in  my  past  to 
gratify  your  curiosity  ?  You  have  had 
everything  my  pocket  could  give  you ; 
what  more  do  you  want  ?  ';  He  checked 
himself,  and  seemed  to  force  a  spurt  of 
rage.  "  You  are  rather  more  of  a  prig 
than  I  like,  at  close  quarters,"  he  ejacu- 
lated. "  By  Heaven,  you  are  !  Keep  your 
comments  to  yourself,  if  you  please  and  let 
me  get  on  to  business." 
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Rex  turned  scarlet.  He  swallowed  a 
hot  protest,  and  choked  down  the  sense 
of  injustice  that  bubbled  up ;  but  he 
drew  himself  together,  and  he  stiffened. 
It  was  the  tiger  again,  with  claws  out 
this  time,  and  the  mask-like  face  told  him 
nothing  of  its  motives.  No,  for  all  he 
had  heard  to-night — so  much  more  than 
all  the  rest  of  his  life  had  shown  him — 
he  knew  nothing  of  what  lay  behind  his 
father's  recital,  as  enigmatical  in  its  way 
as  his  years  of  reticence. 

"  These  letters,"  Mr.  Jenkins  went  on, 
sticking  the  cigar  in  the  corner  of  his  mouth 
and  impassively  ignoring  the  effect  of  his 
outbreak,  "  beg  me  to  return  immediately 
in  the  interest  of  my  own  affairs,  and  they 
proceed  crescendo  to  the  same  tune  in  the 
three  successive  mails.  Which,  if  you  knew 
Spencer,  is  an  odd  thing,  for  he  prefers  to 
rule  without  superior  assistance.  Some- 
thing is  certainly  brewing.  He  would  not 
trust  it  to  paper,  because  he  has  his  sus- 
picions of  most  people  ;  that  is  a  Kerisali 
touch,  which  please  note.  What  a  pest 
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they  are,  these  animals !  And  I  ask 
nothing  better  than  to  be  left  alone, 
and  have  a  modest  income  paid  regu- 
larly." 

He  walked  down  the  room  and  rang 
the  bell,  and  he  called  for  a  Continental 
Bradshaw  and  a  newspaper. 

"  The  Rissala  leaves  Marseilles  for  Singa- 
pore on  Saturday,"  he  said.  "  The  eleven 
o'clock  train  from  Victoria  to-morrow  would 
do  it,  and  a  cable  would  be  carried  to 
Spencer  in  time  for  the  Star  to  pick  me  up. 
No  shooting  this  autumn,  thanks  to  them." 
His  heavy  under-lip  sagged.  "  So — that 
is  fixed.  .  .  .  It  is  at  times  like  this  that 
I  am  sorry  I  am  too  incurable  a  vagabond 
to  endure  a  valet." 

Rex  watched  him,  and  cooled  in  the  in- 
terval. He  spun  about,  and  caught  his 
puzzled  attention  at  work. 

"  I  know  what  you  are  thinking," 
Jenkins  said  suddenly.  "  A  king  — 
and  not  even  a  valet !  It  usually 
strikes  the  practical  British  sense  that 
way." 
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"  Not  quite  that,"  Rex  said,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  galvanising  a  smile  into  being. 
"  I  was  considering  this  mainly — that  I 
can't  stay  outside  any  longer."  If  he 
looked  for  verbal  violence  here,  he  saw 
no  sign  of  it.  'I  shall  go  with  you." 

"Curiosity?"  The  word  darted  at 
him. 

"  No  " — flushing  again,  but  with  the 
smile  still  steady.  "  It  is  my  duty  to  go, 
to  see  if  I  am  not  wanted  there  too.  I 
have  to  reconstruct  myself,  you  see.  And, 
father " 

Jenkins  flashed  a  keen  glance  at  him, 
and  held  up  his  hand. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "you  are  going  to 
revert  to  the  reason  that  brought  you  to 
town." 

Rex's  jaw  dropped  at  the  penetration 
in  this  remark  ;  it  was  Olive's  concern  in 
the  matter  that  was,  indeed,  at  the  tip 
of  his  tongue. 

"  Listen  to  me/'  Jenkins  went  on. 
"  Don't  say  anything  till  you've  seen 
Akasa.  Your  interests  of  yesterday  were 
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purely  English;  if  you  go  with  me  you'll 
get  a  taste  of  the  East  your  mouth  won't 
lose  in  a  hurry.  I  advise  you  to  stay 
behind  ;  but  I  have  my  reasons  for  be- 
lieving that  to  let  you  come  may  be  the 
best  way  of  rebuilding  that  sweet  con- 
fidence in  your  own  well-being  which  I 
seem  to  have  upset  to-night."  He  paused. 
"  You  will  see  that  you  have  no  part  over 
there  ;  you  will  be  better  able  to  under- 
stand how  absolutely  you  belong  to  England, 
and  how  few  qualms  you  need  have  about 
those  drops  of  Kerisali  blood.  Are  you 
thinking  of  the  succession  ?  There  is  no 
law  of  primogeniture  yonder,  and  you 
would  never  follow  me,  for  many  reasons ; 
one  of  which  is  that  you  are  a  white  man, 
and  the  Kerisalis  won't  have  you.  They 
find  it  difficult  to  swallow  me,  and  I  was 
born  and  bred  in  Akasa.  I  am  never  quite 
sure  when  I  go  there  if  I  shall  come  away 
again.  For  the  easing  of  your  tender 
conscience,  Rex,  I  am  now  going  to  write 
cheques  for  half  an  hour,  and  settle  the 
debts  that  agitated  you  so  much  an  hour 
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or  two  ago.  You  see,  they  weren't  beyond 
management.  Spencer  has  sent  a  draft 
which  he  assures  me  cleans  out  the  treasury 
for  the  time  being  ;  it  will  clear  me  up 
here  and  pay  my  steamer  fare,  and  the 
future  will  take  care  of  itself,  I  dare  say. 
You  had  better  stay,  and  run  up  to  Scot- 
land for  the  grouse." 

A  silence  ensued.  It  was  crowded  with 
visions  to  the  young  man  leaning  on  the 
table,  and  Mr.  Jenkins  did  not  disturb  it. 
He  took  up  a  pen  instead,  and  began  to 
write  busily. 

Olive — only  Olive  !  And  yet,  was  it 
just  because  Rex  loved  her  that  he  put  the 
present  hope  and  happiness  aside  ?  He 
felt  the  need  for  fuller  knowledge  schooling 
him.  He  must  see  and  judge  for  himself. 
The  whole  story  was  too  strange  to  be 
launched  at  a  placid  vicarage  ;  he  turned 
it  over  and  over  in  his  mind,  but  by  no 
jugglery  could  he  make  it  fit  in  the  Ches- 
cote  pigeon-hole. 

He  must  see  with  his  own  eyes — haply 
to  be  convinced  that  his  place  lay  in  the 
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pleasant  paths  he  knew;  if  to  be  thrust 
into  strange  happenings,  to  take,  he 
trusted,  his  man's  part  there.  Was  there 
nothing  to  be  done  for  Kerisal,  if  only 
because  he  had  lived  on  it  ignorantly  all 
his  life  ?  There  was  this  to  do  now  ;  to 
leave  the  woman  he  loved,  and  learn  if 
he,  too,  had  the  power  of  repaying  a  long- 
standing debt. 

Was  it  necessary  to  tell  the  Millinghams 
anything  beyond  the  vague  declaration  of 
business  in  the  Far  East  ?  He  thought 
not.  He  longed  to  see  Olive  once  more, 
but  he  beat  the  temptation  off.  He 
could  not  go,  because  the  boat-train  left 
Victoria  to-morrow.  .  .  . 

Mr.  Jenkins  scrawled  some  flying 
signatures,  rose,  shuffled  his  letters  to- 
gether, and  went  towards  the  door.  Rex 
sprang  after  him. 

"  Father,  father !  I  am  coming  with 
you." 

The  elder  man  hardly  glanced  at  him. 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Have  your  own  way,"  he  said.     "  I 
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forgot  to  tell  you  there  is  always  an  element 
of  risk  in  Kerisal ;  or  did  you  gather  it  ? 
It  may  make  a  difference." 

Rex  pondered  for  a  moment. 

"  I  think  it  makes  it  better,"  he  said ; 
and  with  that  they  parted. 


CHAPTER 
FOUR 


CHAPTER   FOUR. 

A  TROPICAL  sea,  oily  calm,  slid  from  ultra- 
marine to  opalescence.  It  had  been  suf- 
focatingly hot  all  day  ;  but  a  faint  breeze, 
dragging  a  low  bank  of  cloud,  came  up  as 
the  afternoon  drew  to  a  close,  and  two 
occupants  of  the  deck-house  of  a  small 
vessel,  that  was  waddling  over  the  face  of 
the  waters,  opened  their  eyes  and  began 
to  look  about  them.  There  was  a  third, 
but  he  had  not  been  dozing ;  he  had  sat 
with  his  chin  on  his  hands  for  the  past  hour, 
pondering  the  long,  long  thoughts  of  youth. 
The  voyage  from  Marseilles  to  Singa- 
pore had  been  novel  to  Rex,  but  the  final 
stage  had  altogether  surpassed  it.  Life 
in  the  big  French  liner  had  been  charged 
throughout  by  the  spectacle  of  Mr.  Jen- 
kins's individuality  in  juxtaposition  with 
other  travellers,  many  of  whom  had  ob- 
viously summed  him  up  as  a  person  of 
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dubious  antecedents,  and  had  run  up 
against  his  undisguised  indifference  to  their 
estimate  with  some  surprise.  He  had 
picked  his  pleasures  and  his  comfort  on 
board  ship  without  reference  to  the  sus- 
ceptibilities of  other  passengers ;  and  it 
was  curious  that  he  had  never  lacked  card- 
players  when  he  wanted  them,  or  let  femi- 
nine rebuffs  interfere  with  his  selection  of 
the  society  he  chose  to  amuse  him.  He 
went  his  own  way. 

Perhaps  the  other  travellers  were  all 
a  little  afraid  of  his  cynicism,  which  was 
unfettered  ;  his  brutal  carelessness  of  con- 
vention, which  was  as  plain  in  his  manner 
as  in  his  speech.  They  backbit,  but  they 
did  not  combine  to  ostracise  him.  He  stood 
conspicuous,  in  a  shipload  of  the  politest 
people  in  the  world,  as  an  example  of 
many  things  that  a  gentleman  should  not 
be,  and  he  seemed  to  find  a  saturnine  amuse- 
ment in  the  fact.  Then  had  come  Singa- 
pore, Spencer  in  a  preposterous  uniform, 
a  salute  from  the  British  guns,  an  official 
call  by  the  great ;  and  lo !  before  their 
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bewildered  fellow-voyagers  had  recovered 
their  breaths,  Jani  Mata,  recognised  King 
of  Kerisal,  with  his  chief  minister  of  state 
and  a  motley  retinue,  had  embarked  upon 
his  own  gunboat  for  his  obscure  posses- 
sions. The  whole  business  had  smacked  of 
comic  opera  ;  and  Rex  had  trailed  after 
his  father  with  a  distinct  sensation  of 
playing  a  fool's  part  before  an  unsym- 
pathetic audience. 

They  were  wide  away  from  the  Straits 
now,  running  north  into  unfrequented  seas. 
"  Running  "  was  a  misnomer  ;  their  ano- 
malous craft  was  too  foul-bottomed  and 
rusty  to  manage  more  than  six  knots,  and 
that  with  many  symptoms  of  internal 
ague.  What  she  was,  Rex  did  not  seek  to 
discover.  She  mounted  a  couple  of  three- 
pounders  in  the  stern,  and  a  machine-gun 
stood  hooded  on  the  forecastle-head,  so 
that  the  official  designation  had  its  excuses. 
But  she  had  been  built  on  the  lines  of  a 
tug,  and  the  deck-house  was  an  obvious 
afterthought.  She  was  sticky  with  very 
cheap  paint  and  gaudy  with  unshipshape 
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embellishments,  and  she  carried  a  crew  of 
lean,  yellow  men.  Her  master,  presented 
to  Rex  as  Captain  Fernandez,  looked 
exactly  what  he  was,  a  Portuguese  renegade 
in  a  uniform  of  his  own  designing. 

So  much,  then,  for  the  Star  of  the  East. 
Spencer,  now  waking  from  his  siesta,  fur- 
nished more  active  interest,  and  behind 
him  lay  forecasts,  many  and  varied,  of 
the  early  future. 

The  king's  deputy  was  not  a  person 
of  whom  it  was  possible  to  cherish  illu- 
sions. He  had  been,  at  the  outset,  no 
more  than  a  common  fat  man  in  tawdry 
gold  lace  that  did  not  dignify  him,  and 
which,  to  do  him  justice,  he  had  exchanged 
for  white  duck  at  the  first  opportunity. 
He  was  something  bigger  than  that  at 
more  prolonged  inspection  ;  he  had  the 
Yankee's  nasal  dryness  in  his  phrases ;  it 
was  more  than  probable  that  it  went  with 
the  Yankee  astuteness.  His  greasy,  clean- 
shaven, middle-aged  face,  the  roll  of  his 
little  green  eye,  his  broad,  thick  hands, 
suggested  coarseness  and  vulgarity,  but 
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they  did  not  indicate  stupidity  ;  and  for 
all  his  shoddiness,  he  carried  with  him 
the  way  of  a  man  who  is  used  to  command. 
He  was  probably  a  lazy  man,  and  so  at 
a  material  disadvantage,  but  he  did  not 
look  as  if  he  were  an  incapable  one. 

"  Eh-y-aa-ah  !  "  the  fat  man  yawned. 
"  I  guess  we  ought  to  be  in  by  evening." 
He  clapped  his  hands  and  shouted  in  the 
unknown  tongue,  and  he  looked  across  at 
Rex.  "  You  haven't  tumbled  to  the  Keri- 
sali  for  '  something  long  with  ice  in  it ' 
yet,  have  you,  young  man  ?  What's  your 
particular  poison  ?  " 

The  contrast  between  the  present  free- 
and-easiness  and  the  ceremony  of  their 
departure  touched  Rex's  sense  of  humour, 
in  spite  of  his  meditations.  He  laughed 
boyishly  as  he  swung  round  to  the  speaker. 
Spencer's  legs  were  stretched  along  the 
arms  of  a  cane-bottomed  chair,  and  a 
steward,  in  short  white  jacket  and  an- 
other garment  that  was  both  loin-cloth 
and  petticoat,  was  waiting  his  instruc- 
tions. 
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"  I'll  have  some  tea,  please,"  he  said  ; 
and  Spencer  translated  the  order. 

The  steward  vanished  ;  and  Mr.  Jenkins 
gave  one  of  his  limber  stretches.  He  dipped 
into  the  cigar-box  on  the  deck,  and  another 
attendant  flew  to  his  side  with  a  cutter 
and  matches. 

"  Here no  ;  I'll  light  it  myself,  you 

fool."  A  sentence  of  Kerisali  tripped 
from  his  lips,  and  the  man  shrank  back 
cringing.  "  There's  no  being  let  alone  east 
of  the  Straits  for  me." 

His  eye  ran  over  the  vessel  with  an 
irritable  gleam. 

"  The  Star  appears  to  be  falling  to 
pieces,  uncle  ;  and  I  seem  to  remember 
a  long  bill  for  repairs  only  two  years  ago. 
A  lick  of  white  paint  won't  cover  every- 
thing, you  know." 

"  Of  course  I  know,"  Spencer  said,  put- 
ting out  his  hand  to  a  tinkling  beverage, 
and  sipping  it  noisily.  "  She  was  patched 
up  thoroughly  at  the  general  overhaul ; 
but  you  know  what  lying  by  at  Akasa 
means.  Last  rains  somebody  lifted  eight 
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hundred  dollars'  worth  of  bolts  and  copper 
out  of  her  for  one  thing,  and  we  had  no 
end  of  a  business  to  get  her  ready  for  sea 
at  all.  Besides,  she  ain't  going  to  be  ever- 
lasting, I  reckon.  I  sacked  the  late  captain 
over  that ;  would  have  leathered  his  jacket 
for  him,  only  he  happened  to  be  a — a 
foreigner,  and  we  hadn't  proofs  enough  to 
warrant  our  giving  a  first-class  Power  a 
cheap  opportunity  to  chip  in  here."  He 
pulled  himself  up  with  a  gulp.  "  You 
take  my  meaning,  Jani  Mat  a,  boss  ?  " 

"  I  can't  quite  say  I  do,"  Mr.  Jenkins 
said,  frowning  slightly.  "  Who  wants  to 
play  Ahab  to  our  Naboth  ?  We  haven't 
a  vineyard  worth  robbing." 

"  We've  got  the  beginnings  of  a  fairish 
harbour,  haven't  we  ?  "  It  struck  Rex 
that  Spencer's  little  eyes  were  very  keenly 
fixed  on  his  father's  profile  as  he  spoke. 

"  Oh,  if  you  sank  a  fortune  dredging  it, 
and  built  a  breakwater,"  Mr.  Jenkins  said. 
"  That's  an  old  story,  and  you  know  its 
weak  point  as  well  as  I  do.  There  isn't  any 
trade,  and  it's  out  of  the  line  of  traffic 
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altogether.  They  couldn't  have  squeezed 
an  indemnity  out  of  us,  because  we  haven't 
got  it.  You  would  have  been  safe  to  pro- 
ceed with  your  leathering,  uncle." 

"  Maybe,"  the  fat, man  said,  and  passed 
the  subject.  The  corners  of  his  mouth 
twitched,  and  he  squinted  at  the  seat  as 
if  it  held  his  confidence, 

"  What  became  of  Dougal  ?  " 

"  Went  three  years  back.  He  was  a 
right  smart  man  ;  but  he  didn't  take  to 
wage-cutting  when  his  own  name  headed 
the  list." 

"  If  they  lifted  eight  hundred  dollars 
under  the  next  man,  it  looks  as  if  letting 
him  go  was  poor  economy.  I've  often  told 
you,  uncle,  that  cheeseparing  is  a  bad 
policy." 

"  Your  Majesty  may  remember  you 
bought  the  Princess  Maxime's  yacht  at 
Nice  that  year,  and  the  Princess  was  too 
wily  to  part  for  less  than  hard  cash," 
Spencer  said  dryly. 

"  H'm,  so  I  did.  How  that  woman  took 
me  in  !  They  don't  often.  I  lent  her  the 
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yacht  after  I  had  bought  it,  and  her  skipper 
ran  it  ashore  on  the  Spanish  coast,  just 
opposite  the  Race  at  Tangier,  and  it  broke 
up  in  a  week.  I  believe  it  was  done  to 
get  the  insurance  money  on  her  jewels, 
which  were  probably  paste  by  the  time  they 
went  under  water.  She  carried  it  off  su- 
perbly ;  I  will  give  her  the  credit  for  that. 
Oh,  and  so  that's  why  Dougal  left !  You 
must  be  harder  pressed  than  I  thought." 

"  We  have  touched  bottom.  Come, 
boss,  I  have  written  you  that  scores  of 
times." 

"  Your  despatches  are  too  prosy  ;  you 
don't  put  enough  of  yourself  into  'em.  I 
gave  up  reading  them  some  time  ago," 
Mr.  Jenkins  said,  looking  down  uncon- 
cernedly at  his  canvas  shoes.  "  Why  don't 
you  float  a  foreign  loan  ?  " 

"  Because  the  world  doesn't  hold  fools 
thick  enough  to  subscribe,"  Spencer  said, 
with  a  chuckle. 

His  brow  was  quite  unruffled,  and  he 
was  fanning  himself  with  his  panama. 
Rex  listened  to  his  exposition  of  finances 
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with  a  puzzled  incredulity.  Both  he  and 
Mr.  Jenkins  took  the  situation  too  much 
as  a  matter  of  fact  to  make  its  serious- 
ness impressive. 

Spencer  rattled  on. 

"  Now,  that  Dago  " — he  indicated  the 
commander,  whose  back  was  visible  on 
the  bridge — "  is  dirt  cheap,  and  he  can 
navigate  fair  to  middling  in  daylight,  with 
the  land-fall  handy.  His  Government 
wants  him,  I  understand,  for  a  little 
trouble  with  a  customs  officer  and  a 
knife  that  happened  when  he  was  mate 
of  a  tramp  'way  down  at  Beira.  That's 
up  my  sleeve.  Hel-lo  !  " 

He  bounded  from  his  chair  with  un- 
expected alacrity,  and  took  a  telescope 
from  a  rack.  He  steadied  it  against  a 
stanchion,  and  began  to  focus  a  smudge 
of  smoke  on  the  horizon. 

Mr.  Jenkins,  after  an  interrogative  stare, 
followed  his  example.  Their  observation 
was  prolonged  for  several  minutes,  during 
which  time  the  King  of  Kerisal  became 
perceptibly  more  interested  and  more 
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thoughtful.  In  the  end  he  returned  the 
glass  to  the  ubiquitous  attendant,  who 
seemed  to  have  risen  through  the  deck  to 
his  elbow,  and  he  said  : 

"  That  is  their  flag  !  What  is  it  doing 
in  this  secluded  neighbourhood  ?  It  is 
the  naval  ensign,  I  observe.  And  they 
aren't  courting  observation  exactly — rather 
the  reverse.  She's  been  lying  to,  and  now 
she's  under  way,  going  south.  In  a  manner 
of  speaking,  these  are  my  waters.  Well  ?  " 

Spencer  was  smacking  his  lips.  His 
face  expressed  the  liveliest  satisfaction  for 
a  minute  ;  then  uncommunicative  solemnity 
shut  down  upon  it,  and  he  too  laid  the 
telescope  aside. 

"  Quite  right  about  the  naval  ensign," 
he  said.  "  She  is  a  surveying  ship,  and 
she  has  been  taking  soundings  of  the  Logo 
passage.  Maybe  she  means  to  call  on  us 
presently.  Your  high-and-mighty  British 
Admirals  don't  think  us  worth  attention  ; 
but  other  folks  mayn't  be  so  select.  Fer- 
nandez is  awful  respectful  to  that  reef,  and 
gives  it  a  mighty  wide  berth ;  it's  real 
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thoughtful  of  these  big  bugs  to  come  and 
mark  it  for  us." 

"  It  is  a  high-toned,  philanthropic,  pure- 
souled  nation,  I  know,"  Mr.  Jenkins  re- 
torted. "  The  question  is,  who  turned  its 
philanthropy  on  to  us,  and  why  ?  " 

"  It's  more  than  a  nibble  ;  it's  a  bite," 
Spencer  crooned  softly  to  himself.  "  Say, 
Jani  Mat  a,  the  effete  British  Empire  has 
been  running  the  show  in  this  quarter  of 
the  globe  too  long.  Don't  you  think  other 
fellows  want  their  turn  ?  " 

Mr.  Jenkins  shot  out  a  long  arm  and 
caught  him  by  the  bosom  of  his  shirt. 

"  What's  that  to  do  with  us  ?  "  he  ejacu- 
lated. "  We  haven't  an  acre  worth  bidding 
for — Well,  have  we  ?  E-eh  ?  How  the 

deuce !"  He  stopped,  smiled  his  wry 

smile,  and  still  holding  the  fat  man  in  his 
grip,  shook  him  gently.  "  This  is  it,  is 
it  ?  No  wonder  Akasa  sent  a  deputation  ! 
You  must  have  touched  them  on  the  raw, 
uncle ;  the  sacred  soil  is  their  fetich. 
You  Jew !  You  Yankee  sweep !  And 
still  I'm  hanged  if  I  know  how  you  have 
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contrived  to  diddle  the  other  party. 
Tchah  !  the  bottom  must  drop  out  of  it 
sooner  or  later." 

Spencer  grinned  at  him. 

"  That's  all  right,"  he  said,  twinkling. 
"It's  sound,  as  you'll  see  when  I  talk  by- 
and-by  ;  and  there's  dollars  in  it — plenty 
dollars.  They  don't  look  twice  at  bad 
bargains,  do  they  ?  They  know  what  they 
want,  and  why  they  want  it.  That's  so  ! 
Trust  uncle.  This  is  a  big  deal ;  and 
likely  it's  the  biggest  scoop  you'll  ever  see, 
Jani." 

Rex,  forgotten  for  the  nonce  in  these 
elliptic  parleyings,  took  up  Spencer's  glass 
and  ran  to  the  rail.  His  father  had  over- 
estimated the  strange  ship's  modesty,  or 
else  she  had  recognised  them  and  saw  no 
reason  for  retirement,  for  she  was  still 
clearly  in  view,  in  spite  of  the  dazzle  of 
sunset.  Rex  adjusted  the  focus,  and  saw, 
unfolded  languidly  by  the  little  breeze, 
the  flag  of  a  great  Power  indeed,  a  Power 
with  a  growing  navy,  with  wide  ambitions 
and  no  small  qualms  about  the  manner  of 
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their  fulfilment.  It  fluttered  down  as  he 
looked,  and  as  the  sun  bobbed  into  the 
cloud-bank. 

His  English  blood  stirred  in  his  veins. 
Jealousy  was  unreasonable  ;  only  this  rest- 
less, assertive  people  sought,  by  common 
report,  to  undermine  the  security  of 
England.  They  had  dealt  blow  after  blow 
at  her  commerce  and  her  maritime  supre- 
macy in  the  past  decade,  while  they  made 
lavish  protestations  of  official  goodwill  to 
the  ear  of  the  world.  Rex  was,  to  all 
intents  and  purposes,  the  man  in  the 
street,  and  the  perfidy  of  their  rival  was 
a  popular  article  of  faith.  What  was 
hatching  here  ?  Nothing,  surely,  that 
boded  good  for  his  own  beloved  island  ; 
Spencer's  airy  hints  said  as  much.  He 
stopped,  with  a  spasm  of  dismay.  His 
island  ?  Perhaps,  after  all,  he  was  near- 
ing  a  time  when  he  must  repudiate  it ; 
perhaps  his  interests  lay  with  the  two  men 
to  whose  twisted  conversation,  with  its 
suggestion  of  intrigue,  he  had  just  listened. 
He  did  not  ask  any  questions,  for  he  was 
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conscious  of  their  futility.  He  was  a  neg- 
ligible quantity  here,  an  onlooker,  seeing 
no  more  of  the  game  than  the  players  chose 
to  open  to  him.  His  spirit  sank ;  this 
was  meaner  than  comic  opera,  and 
ugly  possibilities  bore  heavily  upon  the 
future. 

He  went  up  on  to  the  bridge.  The 
night  had  darted  upon  them  ;  ten  minutes 
more  and  the  blazing  tropical  stars  were 
playing  hide-and-seek  with  a  fleece  of 
clouds,  and  the  phosphorescence  was 
creaming  and  flashing  from  the  bows  to 
the  wide  wake  of  the  little  steamer. 

He  had  to  come  out  of  this  clean  ;  and 
it  seemed  there  might  be  dirt  in  even  a 
hand's-touch.  It  looked  less  and  less  likely 
that  he  could  go  back  to  the  Millinghams 
with  the  assurances  that  they  required. 
Even  if  they  forgave  his  mixed  blood — 
and,  somehow,  the  meaning  of  that  was  too 
remote  from  the  Vicarage  for  it  to  look 
as  formidable  as  it  must  have  done  to  more 
cosmopolitan,  travelled  folk — how  would 
they  forgive  this  alienation  from  all  their 
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codes  and  standards  which  was,  he  began 
to  see,  deep-rooted  in  his  father  ? 

Captain  Fernandez,  with  the  flourish  of 
a  salute,  interrupted  his  reverie. 

"  If  you  look  ver*  hard  where  my  finger 
point,  sare,  you  see  Akasa  light.  We  get  in 
at  ten  o'clock,  now  we  pass  Logo  in  day- 
light." 

There  was  a  yellowish  glint  before  them  ; 
Rex  followed  a  dirty  finger-nail,  and  found 
the  light  without  difficulty. 

"  I  saw  that  before,  but  I  thought  it 
was  a  star,"  he  said. 

"  No,  sare  ;  that  is  Akasa  light.  It  is 
not  always  lit,  sare,  because  the  harbour  is 
too  silted  up  mostly  for  steamers,  and 
trade  is  also  bad ;  but  to-night  the  King 
returns,  and  the  light-keeper  will  get  whip- 
pings if  we  go  aground.  He  was  whipped 
five — seex  months  ago,  when  we  touched 
the  shoal  because  his  light  was  dirty  ;  now 
it  is  clean,  and  it  burns  ver'  nicely." 

Which  was  another  ray  upon  the  cus- 
toms of  Kerisal.  It  did  not  sound  hopeful. 
Nevertheless,  Rex  began  to  feel  the  tension 
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of  expectation  as  the  Star  laboured  on  and 
the  yellow  twinkle  grew.  He  grudged  the 
time  spent  below  at  dinner,  though  it  was 
a  good  dinner,  and  the  native  servants 
served  them  as  if  they  were  not  merely 
pinchbeck  royalty,  but  the  genuine  article. 
Spencer  rose  at  the  end  of  the  meal, 
and  with  the  democratic  absence  of  eti- 
quette in  which  he  appeared  to  delight  in 
private,  leaned  over  the  King  to  light  a 
long  cheroot  at  the  lamp. 

'  Time  for  war-paint  and  feathers,  boss, 
if  you  want  to  make  a  triumphal  entry," 
he  said.  "I've  ordered  the  guard  to  the 
quay  ;  tide's  too  low  for  landing  at  our 
own  jetty,  so  your  majesty  must  come  up 
through  the  bazaar,  unless  you  would  rather 
wait  aboard  till  morning.  The  wet  season 
is  going  to  give  us  its  final  soak,  I  believe  ; 
it  might  be  best  for  you  to  turn  in  here, 
all  things  considered."  Mr.  Jenkins  shook 
his  head.  "  Oh,  I  reckon  you're  all  right  ; 
you're  the  King,  and  you're  really  three- 
quarters  of  a  god,  ain't  you  ?  You  will 
have  to  trample  a  lot  harder  on  their  pet 
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superstitions  before  they  will  admit  you're 
only  common  flesh,  as  good  material  for  a 
kris  as  the  rest  of  us."  He  eyed  Rex. 
"  What  about  young  hopeful  there  ?  Is 
this  his  first  appearance  as  heir-apparent, 
or  is  it  not  ?  I  want  to  know." 

Mr.  Jenkins  rose.  He  leaned  his  back 
against  the  table,  his  hands  on  it,  his  chin 
out-thrust.  He  looked  dogged,  and  his 
familiar  moods  had  gone. 

"  Rex  will  stay  as  he  is,  and  that  is  as 
an  English  gentleman,"  he  said,  with  some 
deliberation.  "  Does  he  look  as  if  my 
shoes  would  ever  fit  him?  You  know 
they  won't ;  and  you  know;~to$,  I've  al- 
ways lived  hitherto  up  to  my  expectation 
that  they  would  be  about  worn  out  by 
the  time  I  stepped  out  of  them.  The  Keri- 
salis  will  make  what  they  please  of  him, 
and  you  will  shut  your  mouth.  He's 
come  to  see  because  he  is  an  inquisitive 
young  fool,  and  much  good  may  it  do  him  ; 
but  he  doesn't  belong.  By  Heaven,  he 
doesn't !  " 

"  Guess  that's  true,"  Spencer  said,  chew- 
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ing  a  thoughtful  cud,  and  appraising  Rex's 
appearance  coolly.  "  He's  about  as  much 
in  place  as  a  kitten  in  a  cage  full  of  monkeys. 
No ;  I  wish  you  had  left  him  in  the  old 
country,  Jani.  He's  too  British  for  my 
liking." 

He  dived  into  his  cabin.  Rex,  both 
stung  and  amused  by  the  summing  up, 
returned  to  the  deck.  Akasa,  a  spatter  of 
meagre  lights  on  a  curve  of  sandy  shore, 
was  rising  into  view. 

The  srnell  of  foul  waters  met  them, 
a  fever  breath  from  the  stagnant  harbour. 
A  Kerisali  sailor  in  the  chains  heaved  the 
lead  and  intoned  its  finding,  minute  after 
minute,  and  the  Star,  with  Fernandez 
chewing  a  cigarette,  as  he  paced  the  bridge, 
blundered  slowly  towards  her  anchorage. 

"  Difficult  navigation  ?  "    Rex  inquired. 

"  Ver'  difficult." 

"  There  looks  to   be  a   big   stretch   of 
water  behind  the  spit." 

Fernandez  eyed  him  with  the  sailor's 
contempt  for  a  landsman's  abysmal  ignor- 
ance. 
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"  Water  to  wash  in — yes,"  he  com- 
mented, and  Rex  could  not  help  noting 
inwardly  that  the  speaker  looked  the  last 
person  in  the  world  to  put  it  to  that 
excellent  purpose.  "  To — what  you  say  ? 
— to  paddle  the  feet  in — yes.  But  to 
take  a  ship  through — no.  The  river  brings 
much  weed  and  silting-up  stuff  down, 
and  so  the  entrance  channel  changes  often, 
and  never  for  the  good.  Trading  ships 
may  come  over  and  they  stick  ;  they  come 
twice  and  they  stick  again ;  presently 
they  come  not  any  more.  If  I  were  a 
king  in  Kerisal  there  should  be  a  clear 
harbour  for  the  steamers — yes." 

"  That  means  money,"  Rex  said. 

Fernandez  laughed. 

"Oh  yes;  ver*  much  money  now,  but 
by-and-by  plenty  of  custom  to  pay  for 
it,"  he  said.  Then  he  changed  his  loqua- 
ciousness for  a  more  official  attitude,  raised 
his  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  waxing  lights. 
"We  are  there,"  he  said.  "Now  you 
see  Akasa  for  yourself." 


CHAPTER 
FIVE 
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THE  morning  after  their  arrival  found  Rex 
astir  early.  He  opened  his  eyes  on  a  big, 
bare  room  with  many  doors,  two  of  which 
looked,  in  opposite  directions,  out  on  deep 
verandahs ;  the  croaking  of  crows  in  an 
overshadowing  mango-tree  had  wakened 
him.  He  had  been  at  Chescote  in  his 
dreams ;  here  he  drew  the  muggy  breath 
of  a  tropical  September  day.  It  had 
rained  in  the  night,  but  the  morning  sky 
was  clear. 

He  swung  his  legs  thoughtfully,  sitting 
on  the  side  of  his  bed,  before  he  emerged 
from  the  mosquito  bar.  It  was  Kerisal 
at  last. 

He  recalled  the  flash  of  lanterns  at 
landing,  the  heavy  smell  of  wood  smoke 
and  sand  and  dank  vegetation  that 

greeted     them,     the     soft     sea-rain,     the 
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grunt  of  the  coolies  who  bore  them  in 
queer,  musty  litters  through  the  sandy 
alleys  of  Akasa.  There  had  been  little 
to  see  :  a  stagnant  wharf,  a  twisting  street 
of  thatched  and  squalid  houses,  and  the 
sallow  face  of  his  father  looking  from  side 
to  side  in  a  peevish  disgust  at  the  furtive 
spectators.  There  was  no  ceremony  of 
welcome  here,  unless  the  salaams  and 
smiles  of  a  handful  of  native  officials 
could  be  counted  a  reception.  The  King 
of  Kerisal  came  home  in  the  dark,  and  his 
people  peered  at  him  out  of  doorways  and 
round  corners.  Yes ;  and  he  had  been 
guarded  all  the  way  from  the  quay  to  the 
high  stockade  of  his  own  quarter  by  armed 
men — white  men,  surely,  and  insolently 
aware  of  it.  He  and  Spencer  and  Rex 
had  supped,  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
vile  sweet  champagne,  in  another  room 
as  big  and  as  bare  as  this,  and  there  was  a 
dim  recollection  of  being  escorted  to  bed 
under  an  umbrella  and  across  soft,  squelch- 
ing turf.  That,  however,  was  already  over 
and  gone,  and  here  was  a  cloudless  morning. 
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Rex  stood  barefoot  on  the  matted  floor, 
his  spirits  rising  at  a  view  of  sunshine.  As 
he  moved,  a  Kerisali  valet  rose  from  a 
squatting  position  beside  the  door  and 
salaamed,  uttering  unintelligibilities.  The 
two  eyed  each  other,  the  one  expectant, 
the  other  tongue-tied,  until  Rex  began  to 
laugh  at  the  deadlock,  and  it  occurred  to 
him  to  look  for  an  interpreter.  The  escort 
had  not  dissolved  into  thin  air  at  daybreak  ; 
one  of  its  units  was  lounging  just  outside 
the  reed  curtain,  his  chin  atilt,  his  hands 
folded  on  his  rifle,  stolidly  staring  at  the 
tree-top. 

"  Here,  sentry,  I  say  !  "  Rex  exclaimed, 
swinging  out  to  the  verandah  in  some  con- 
fusion ;  "  tell  me  what  this  fellow  is  trying 
to  convey  to  me,  will  you,  please  ?  I 
don't  know  a  word  of  the  language." 

The  man  clicked  to  attention.  He  was 
slovenly  turned  out,  his  white  gaiters  sand- 
stained,  his  belt  sagging,  his  collar  un- 
hooked, but  he  revealed  an  unmistakably 
Anglo-Saxon  countenance,  and  that  with 
alacrity. 


92       THE    KING   OF   KERISAL. 

"  Yes,  sir  !  What  is  it,  boy  ?  Wants 
to  say  your  little  breakfast  is  ready,  sir ; 
and  will  you  have  it  on  the  verandah  ? 
Bath's  ready,  too,  sir,  in  the  dressing-room." 

"  Little  breakfast  ?  Oh,  yes  ;  fruit 
and  tea — I  see.  Yes,  please ;  he  can 
bring  it  to  me  here,"  Rex  said  ;  and  the 
servant  vanished  at  a  nod. 

The  young  man,  cool  and  easy  in  his 
pyjamas,  strolled  out  to  the  cane  chair 
that  had  been  set  for  him.  He  drew  a 
long  breath  as  he  seated  himself ;  he  had 
looked  for  less  than  this,  had  underrated 
the  glamour  that  the  East  throws  over 
Western  eyes  by  the  magic  of  her  colour 
and  her  sunlight. 

He  was  looking  from  under  the  thatch 
of  a  pile-built  bungalow  into  an  enclosure 
of  similar  buildings  that  straggled  away 
from  the  stockade  at  the  Akasa  side  to  a 
foreshore  and  the  sparkle  of  blue  water. 
It  was  close-pressed  by  the  little  town,  if 
town  the  huddle  of  huts  and  crazy  white 
houses  could  be  called ;  but  it  was  drawn 
apart  inside  itsjjwn  boundaries,  molested 
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only  by  the  native  smell  and  the  faint  hum 
of  life  outside  the  palisade.  It  was,  in- 
deed, as  little  like  a  king's  palace  as  might 
be,  but  it  was  notably  a  green  retreat  on 
the  borders  of  barbarism.  A  hedge  of 
bamboos  hid  the  wall  with  a  fine  feathery 
effect ;  gaudy  climbing  plants  decked  the 
piles  that  raised  the  wooden  buildings  out 
of  sand.  A  little  guard-room,  sturdy  on 
stone  foundations,  stood  at  the  gate,  and 
there  was  an  arms-rack  in  its  shade.  It 
was  more  than  a  peaceful  settlement ; 
it  was  a  place  capable  of  defence,  perhaps 
built  there  so  that  it  might  coerce  the 
market-places  at  will.  The  Star  of  the 
East,  lying  at  anchor  inside  the  curved  arm 
of  the  harbour,  looked  at  a  distance  a 
passable  gunboat.  She  was  palpably  the 
seaward  defence  of  the  enclosure. 

Mangoes  again,  and  a  great  group  of 
plantains,  hid  the  servants'  quarters ; 
nearer,  turf  had  been  assiduously  culti- 
vated, and  coolies  were  tending  it.  Rex 
learned  later  that  this  grass,  preserved 
throughout  the  hot  season  with  infinite 


94       THE    KING   OF   KERISAL. 

pains,  was  the  pride  of  Spencer's  heart ;  at 
the  moment,  Rex's  English  eyes  passed  it 
over  for  the  bougainvillaea,  the  stephanotis, 
the  many  flaring  shrubs  that  were  dotted 
about  it.  The  general  effect  was  a  little 
crude,  a  little  too  heavy  with  trees  and 
overburdened  with  colour  ;  but  it  was  still 
and  spacious,  and  it  belonged  to  the  ripe 
sunshine  that  invested  it. 

"  By  Jove,  it's  pretty ! "  Rex  said 
thankfully,  scooping  out  a  custard  apple. 

'  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  sentry,  taking  the 
remark  as  addressed  to  him.  He  shifted 
his  rifle  and  appeared  to  consider  the 
landscape. 

Rex  withdrew  his  attention  from  re- 
moter objects  to  the  speaker.  He  was  a 
young  man  of  about  his  own  age,  toughly 
made,  crop-haired  and  ruddy,  and  dis- 
tinctively out  of  place  in  a  mongrel  Zouave 
uniform  very  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

"  How  did  you ?  "  Rex  said  in- 
voluntarily, and  bit  the  sentence  in  half. 

The  youth  grinned. 

"  I'm  one  of  the  Foreign  Legion ;  that's 
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how  I  come  to  be  here,  sir.     There's  thirty 
of  us,  and  mostly  we  polices  the  palaces, 
and  sometimes  we  do  a  bit  for  Mr.  Spencer. 
I   was   a   driver   in   the   Comm'ssariat   at 
Woolwich   for   three  years,   and   I   didn't 
find  work  as  easy  to  get  as  they  said  when 
I  chucked  it.     I've  been  a  fireman  on  a 
tramp    since    then,    and    a    stevedore    at 
Sydney,  and  now  I'm  here,  raking  in  good 
dollars,  saving  what  doesn't  go  on  quinine. 
The  lieutenant  was  glad  to  get  me — Lieu- 
tenant Dietrich,  that  was  a  German  mining- 
engineer,  they  say  ;    we've  all  been  some- 
thing else,  in  lots  of  unlikely  places.    Some 
of  us  are  Frenchies,  and  there's  a  good  few 
Spaniards  from  the  Philippines,   and  I'm 
blest  if  there  isn't  a  Boer — decent  chap  he 
is,  too,  only  dirty — and  mostly  we're  here 
because  we  can't  help  it.     That's  how,  sir." 
"  And  what  do  you  do  for  Mr.  Spen- 
cer ?  " 

"  Odd  jobs  that  he  can't  trust  to  the 
native  police,  sir,  and  sometimes  a  bit  of 
scrapping  with  the  jungle- wallahs.  Only 
a  week  or  two  ago  we  lost  a  man  in  a  row 
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over  a  rice-field  fourteen  miles  out.  A 
detachment  was  sent  out  to  dig  it  over, 
and  the  village  it  belonged  to  cut  up  rough, 
and  the  lieutenant  he  burnt  it  out,  and 
ran  the  headman  and  his  gang  into  Akasa 
jail." 

"  Why  did  they  want  to  dig  in  some- 
body else's  field  ?  "  Rex  asked,  interested. 

The  soldier  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir ;  it  ain't  any  good 
to  ask  me"  he  said.  "  Mr.  Spencer  gave 
orders,  and  the  natives  didn't  like  it  and 
behaved  ugly,  and  Boulanger  got  an  arrow 
in  the  gizzard,  and  that's  all  I  know,  except 
that  the  natives  are  going  to  be  sorry 
they  kicked  up  any  sort  of  a  row.  P'r'aps 
they  were  looking  for  a  gold-mine."  There 
was  sarcasm  in  his  ready  grin.  "  Sight 
more  fever  than  gold-dust  in  them  paddy- 
fields,"  he  observed  meditatively.  "  Your 
boy  wants  to  say  the  bath-water  is  getting 
cold,  sir." 

Rex,  with  fresh  material  for  reflection, 
went  to  his  bath.  As  he  splashed,  and 
scrubbed,  and  clad  himself  in  his  trim 
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Oxford  flannels,  he  could  see  the  spit,  and 
the  lighthouse,  and  the  shallows  of  the 
harbour,  and  a  little  forest  of  masts  lacing 
the  air  in  front  of  the  wharfside  sheds. 
Some  fishing-boats,  flat-bottomed,  floated 
within  the  arm  of  the  sandhills  ;  but  the 
little  Star,  for  all  her  light  draught,  lay 
out  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  beyond  them. 
Rex  looked  farther  inland,  between  the 
thatches,  and  saw  the  mouth  of  a  sluggish 
river  emerging  from  a  heavy  growth,  and 
good  anchorage  behind  the  sandy  delta  that 
blocked  access  to  it. 

"  Dredging  would  open  it,  I  dare  say," 
the  young  man  meditated.  He  went  to 
the  door  to  take  in  the  spread  of  the  strag- 
gling village,  lying  in  a  half-moon,  thatch 
and  level  roof  intermingled,  between  the 
fresh  water  and  the  palisade. 

The  glare  dazzled  him ;  he  turned  away 
to  investigation  of  nearer  things.  Neither 
Spencer  nor  his  father  had  sent  word  to 
him  this  morning,  and  perhaps  their  silence 
meant  that  he  was  to  keep  out  of  the  way 
of  busy  men.  He  turned  that  over  soberly, 
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and  shook  his  head,  and  came  back  to  the 
sentry  for  further  information. 

"  Where  is  the "  Again  he 

tripped  over  his  own  words.  '  Where 
does  the  king  live  ?  "  It  was  the  first 
time  he  had  used  the  title,  and  he  was 
angrily  conscious  that  he  blushed,  and 
that  its  matter-of-fact  acceptance  relieved 
him. 

"  What  they  call  the  Middle  Palace  is 
where  he  lives  when  he's  here,  sir,  I  be- 
lieve. I'm  a  stranger  to  'm,  you  might 
say.  There — that  big,  bulgy  place  with 
the  lop-sided  verandah.  The  smaller  one 
alongside  it  is  Mr.  Spencer's,  and  the 
straggly  line  of  buildings  close  down  to 
the  water  is  the  Queen's  House,  only  there 
isn't  any  queen,  and  it's  our  barrack  and 
the  storehouses  now." 

Rex  thanked  him. 

"  I'll  get  you  to  tell  me  some  more  pre- 
sently. What  is  your  name,  by  the  way  ? 
Buck — Peter  Buck  ?  You're  as  good  as 
a  guide-book." 

He  ran  lightly  down  the  steps.     From 
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the  ground  he  could  see  under  his  domicile, 
below  the  floor  of  which  a  scraggy  fowl, 
running  through  the  sandy  interspace,  was 
trying  to  evade  some  crows'  designs  upon 
a  titbit.  They  had  ringed  her  refuge,  and 
in  the  end  they  closed  and  outmanoeuvred 
her.  He  stood  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  for  a  minute  watching  the  comedy, 
and  then  he  set  off  towards  the  Middle 
Palace. 

He  had  made  half-a-dozen  strides  when 
he  heard  footsteps  behind  him.  He  looked 
round,  and  discovered  the  sentry  plodding 
in  the  rear.  Peter  Buck  answered  the  un- 
said question  rather  sheepishly. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir;    but  it's  my  orders." 

"  Orders  ?  " 

'  Yes,    sir.     Instructed   to   be   respon- 
sible for  your  safety." 

Rex  went  on,  slightly  disconcerted. 
He  was  beginning  to  feel  that  he  had  left 
complete  liberty  somewhere  not  far  from 
Singapore.  He  had,  too,  an  irritating  sus- 
picion that  Mr.  Buck  was  grinning  at  the 
small  of  his  back.  He  passed  Spencer's 
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house,  rounded  a  corner,  and  found  him- 
self on  the  threshold  of  wider  events. 

A  court  was  being  held  under  a  tree 
that  shaded  the  west  side  of  his  father's 
house.  Spencer  and  Mr.  Jenkins  were 
seated  at  a  camp-table  littered  with  papers, 
and  a  bevy  of  native  officials  stood  about 
them.  In  front,  a  European  sergeant  was 
marshalling  a  knot  of  prisoners  with  the 
help  of  his  Kerisali  warders. 

Rex  heard  Buck  whistle  and  halt.  He 
stopped,  too,  at  the  ugly  jingle  of  fetters. 
The  prisoners  were,  at  a  guess,  the  re- 
calcitrant villagers  of  whom  the  soldier 
had  chattered,  and  the  powers  of  the  land 
had  just  finished  sitting  in  judgment  upon 
them. 

They  were  wiry,  scantily-clothed  beings, 
sullen  as  trapped  wolves,  and  as  gingerly 
handled.  Somebody's  voice  had  been  ring- 
ing as  Rex  came  into  view ;  but  at  the 
moment  of  his  arrival  a  stupor  seemed  to 
have  dropped  upon  the  group.  The  king, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  was  throwing  down 
a  pen  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  dismisses 
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a  subject ;  Spencer  was  rubbing  his  fat 
chin,  one  elbow  on  the  table.  They  were 
cool  enough,  openly  indifferent ;  the 
native  attitude  was  less  unconcerned.  One 
of  the  prisoners  had  strained  forward,  and 
the  policeman  was  pulling  him  aside  by 
his  pinioned  elbows  ;  the  others,  strangely 
silent  when  their  faces  said  so  much,  were 
falling  back  together. 

The  warders  closed  up  ;  the  sergeant, 
with  a  violent  return  to  articulation,  rasped 
out  an  order,  and  the  party  swayed  out  of 
the  shade  into  the  sun.  Mr.  Jenkins  fol- 
lowed its  movement,  and  his  gaze  fell  on 
Rex. 

He  did  not  start ;  but  he  took  on  a  sal- 
lower  tinge,  and  he  rose  from  his  seat.  The 
prisoners  clanked  away.  Spencer  drew  his 
bulky  form  up,  too,  lazily,  and  saw  what 
Jenkins  saw,  and  seemed  to  waver  between 
annoyance  and  a  malicious  amusement. 

"  Oh,  there's  our  visitor  !  "  he  said,  and 
his  little  green  eyes  twinkled.  "  He  has 
got  up  in  time  to  see  the  High  Court  of 
Justice  sitting,  and  that  don't  happen  to 
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everybody."  He  waved  his  hand  airily. 
'*'  Little  trouble  that  wouldn't  wait  for 
settling,  and  his  Majesty  the  Boss  preferred 
to  deal  with  it  himself." 

"  I  think  I  understand,"  Rex  said,  and 
faced  his  father. 

They  looked  at  each  other,  eye  to  eye. 
He  understood,  and  Mr.  Jenkins  knew  that 
he  understood  ;  the  question  of  how  he 
came  to  the  knowledge  remained  unspoken, 
and  sank  into  unimportance.  He  had 
nothing  but  a  sheaf  of  suppositions,  full- 
grown  upon  the  instant,  to  inform  him — 
nothing  but  these  and  Buck's  vague  talk  ; 
but  he  knew  beyond  any  power  of  evasion 
that  this  first  act  of  a  king  returned  to 
his  own  country  was  not  one  of  mercy 
but  of  retaliation.  The  men  whom  he  had 
seen  had  no  hopes  left  to  them,  built  upon 
no  visions  of  liberty,  however  distant. 
They  were  active,  quick-blooded  creatures, 
primitive  enough  to  look  death  full  in  the 
face  without  blenching ;  they  had  been 
measuring  their  distance  from  him  in  the 
frozen  silence  in  which  Rex  had  found 
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them.  They  were  condemned ;  and  the 
man  who  had  sentenced  them  was  no 
longer  the  professed  idler  ;  he  was  a  usurer 
of  bitter  memories,  taking  payment  for  a 
debt  beyond  redemption. 

The  perception  was  as  far  out  of  reach 
of  words  as  of  explanation.  It  was  not 
possible  to  put  it  into  language  ;  it  was 
voiceless  even  in  his  mind,  and  other 
things  crowded  noisily  over  it.  Their  rice- 
fields,  that  the  white  men  were  uprooting  ; 
their  jungles,  a  long  way,  indeed,  from 
Akasa  jail !  He  would  have  burned  them 
at  the  stake  if  he  could  have  done  it ;  he 
had  said  so,  even  though  the  broad  sun- 
shine and  the  great  green  tree  and  his  own 
voice,  belying  that  instant  of  mutual  en- 
lightenment, denied  it. 

"  Understand  ?  Not  the  whys  and 
wherefores,  I  think,"  Mr.  Jenkins  said. 
"  Do  you  want  to  know  them  ?  " 

Spencer  made  some  comment  as  he 
arranged  his  papers. 

"  Oh,  why  not,  uncle  ?  He  wanted 
to  study  us  at  first  hand  ;  here  he  has 
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us.  It  may  make  him  still  more  satis- 
fied that  his  lot  is  going  to  be  cast  in 
milder  places.  Come  indoors,  Rex,  and 
Spencer  and  I  will  open  our  bosoms  to 
you.  We  are  naturally  confiding  persons, 
and  we  take  the  greatest  pleasure  in  in- 
forming ingenuous  youths  of  our  reasons 
for  doing  most  things,  when  we  have 
them." 


CHAPTER 
SIX 


CHAPTER    SIX. 

MR.  JENKINS,  crossing  his  feet,  turned  to 
Spencer  for  corroboration. 

'  The  Tanalao  ground  had  to  be  in- 
spected, and  we  were  quite  willing  to  give 
a  reasonable  compensation  for  any  damage 
to  the  crops.  Wasn't  that  the  way  it 
went,  uncle  ?  " 

"  Just  that,"  Spencer  said. 

They  were  sitting  in  a  room  in  the 
Middle  Palace,  a  room  as  sparely  furnished 
as  Rex's  had  been,  except  for  a  few  Persian 
rugs  lying  scattered  over  the  matting, 
and  the  massive  table  of  Bombay  black- 
wood,  carved  in  elaborate  design,  that 
stood  under  the  punkah.  The  reed  cur- 
tains at  the  doors  flung  a  cool  shade  to  the 
interior,  grateful  after  the  wealth  of  sun- 
light. The  place  smelt  of  disuse ;  but  it 

was    swept    and    orderly,    the    rack    of 
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hog-spears  dusted,  and  writing  tools  laid 
neatly  ready. 

"  Then  why  did  they  resist  your  men  ?  " 
Rex  said,  coming  back  to  the  question 
with  which  he  had  started. 

"  Because  they're  heathens,"  Spencer 
said.  "  Progress,  young  man,  knocking 
up  against  the  noble  savage,  and  the  savage, 
as  usual,  gets  left." 

"  And  you  are  going  to  kill  them  for 
that  ?  " 

"  They  did  their  best  to  kill  our  men, 
you  see,"  said  Mr.  Jenkins  suavely,  almost 
as  if  he  were  instructing  a  child.  "  This 
is  to  encourage  the  others.  Try  murder 
in  your  happy  England,  and  observe  the 
consequences,  my  son." 

Rex  took  a  minute  for  thought  before 
he  spoke  again.  Words !  He  had  con- 
fronted something  more  telling,  and  floods 
of  rhetoric  could  not  dispel  its  impression  ; 
but  the  phrase,  the  argument,  had  their 
plausibility. 

"  Why  do  you  want  the  ground  ?  " 

The  King  of  Kerisal  had  been  gazing  at 
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the  ceiling  cloth.  He  brought  his  eyes  to 
earth,  though  not  to  his  son's  challenge. 

"  Oh,  tell  him,  uncle — do,"  he  said,  and 
he  yawned,  and  sent  a  stabbing  glance  at 
the  fat  man  under  cover  of  his  unconcern. 

Spencer  rose,  and  went,  not  too  briskly, 
to  the  table.  His  white  linen  was  rather 
creased  this  morning,  and  there  was  a  faint 
blue  tinge  on  his  chin.  He  looked  as  if 
he  had  slept,  or  rather  not  slept,  in  his 
clothes  ;  he,  too,  smothered  a  yawn  as  he 
unrolled  a  large  hand-drawn  map  of  the 
country  and  pegged  it  to  the  wood.  He 
dabbed  at  a  pencil-mark  with  a  podgy 
finger. 

"  There's  the  spot  that's  caused  all  the 
how-de-do,"  he  said,  "  on  the  belt  of 
cultivation.  The  shaded  part  backing  it 
is  forest — all  forest — knotted  up  with  un- 
dergrowth and  thick  with  fever.  The 
paddy-fields  were  forest  too,  once." 

"  When  ?  " 

"  I  guess  about  the  time  of  Moses," 
Spencer  said  dryly.  "  Your  poppa  and 
I  have  had  a  pleasant  little  surprise 
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concerning  'em.  A  fellow  called  Dietrich, 
who  is  in  our  employment,  suspicioned 
that  there  was  coal  'way  under  the  rice, 
and  he  hasn't  made  any  mistake.  I  got 
an  expert  over  from  Bengal  the  week  be- 
fore you  came,  and  he  said  it  was  good 
steam-coal,  and  worth  working.  Now  you'll 
understand  why  we  can't  cotton  to  local 
prejudices  as  much  as  we  should  like. 
This  is  going  to  make  a  big  difference  in  a 
heap  o'  things." 

'  We  wanted  some  sort  of  a  miracle," 
Mr.  Jenkins  observed  in  the  pause  that 
ensued. 

"  I  reckon  that's  so.  Jani  Mata  does 
so  despise  meanness,"  Spencer  corro- 
borated. '  You  don't  run  a  genuine  in- 
dependent State,  with  a  live  king  pranc- 
ing around  the  capitals  of  Europe,  for 
nothing.  I  guess  there  ought  to  be  pick- 
ings. Pickings,"  he  repeated,  caressing 
the  word.  "It's  something  tangible  at 
last,  something  with  a  solid  market  value ; 
and  between  you  and  me  and  his  Majesty 
there,  not  a  minute  before  it's  wanted. 
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You  can  go  right  away  soon  as  it's  fixed 
up,  and  live  happily  ever  after." 

Rex's  imagination  did  not  respond  as 
swiftly  as  it  might  have  done.  He  looked 
from  one  man  to  the  other.  His  father 
had  his  normal  hard  hold  upon  himself,  his 
ease,  his  contemptuous  self-possession  ;  Mr. 
Spencer,  observed  narrowly,  was  pale  and 
even  flabby,  less  able  to  conceal  the  strain 
of  explanation  and  suspense.  There  was 
no  doubt  that  the  importance  of  the  find 
and  its  resulting  castles  in  the  air  had 
shaken  him  a  little,  though  he  was  still 
the  political  middleman,  with  a  handy 
grip  of  his  business.  Rex  saw  a  flying 
drama  of  affluence  and  Olive,  riches  rising 
mountain  high  to  lift  him  into  matrimony ; 
but  the  trouble  in  his  mind  swept  those 
airy  visions  aside. 

'  The    land    belongs    to    the    natives, 
doesn't  it  ?  " 

"  Oh,  shucks  !  "  Spencer  said.  He  was 
breathing  heavily  over  the  map,  and  he 
did  not  lift  his  eyes.  "  'M— 'm— 'm."  He 
ran  through  some  mental  calculation. 
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"  Belongs  ?  The  State  is  the  ground-land- 
lord, I  calculate.  That  village  hasn't  treated 
us  pretty,  has  it  ?  We've  no  objection  to 
pensioning  it  off — what  is  left  of  it — with 
what  will  be  a  healthy  fortune  in  Kerisal, 
enough  for  an  extra  wife  apiece  all  round, 
and  buttered  rice  every  day  in  the  year." 

Rex  shifted  his  ground  a  little. 

"  This  is  going  to  benefit  the  country  ?  " 
he  queried  stoutly,  fixing  them  with  all  his 
youthful  earnestness. 

Spencer,  who  was  sucking  a  pencil- 
stump,  withdrew  it  from  his  mouth  and 
emitted  an  odd  sound  that  might  have  been 
a  sneeze,  or  a  chuckle,  or  a  combination  of 
the  two. 

"  The  welfare  of  his  loving  people  is 
always  Jani  Mata's  first  consideration,"  he 
said,  and  popped  the  pencil  back  again. 

The  subject  of  this  eulogy  brought  his 
gaze  to  earth  with  some  abruptness. 

"  Tcha  !  "  he  said,  and  he  left  his  chair 
and  paced  the  room.  "  Don't  play  the 
funny  fellow  with  me,  uncle,  if  you  please. 
— Rex,  you  speak  like  a  fool.  Did  you 
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ever   hear   of   mineral   products,   properly 
worked,  that  didn't  benefit  the  place  they 
came   from  ?     The   natives,   as   you   have 
found  out  already,  are  ignorant  enough  to 
want  to  stand  in  their  own  light  as  well  as 
ours ;   that  we  mean  to  nip  in  the  bud,  and 
we  can't  afford  to  be  squeamish  over  the 
process.     The    fellows    I    condemned    to- 
day have  a  knack  of  maltreating  foreigners. 
It  hasn't  signified  so  far,  for  nobody  has 
wanted  to  penetrate  their  wretched  rice- 
swamps  ;     but    now    it    becomes    serious. 
They  would  have  tried  to  massacre  a  peace- 
ful party  of  surveyors  quite  as  soon  as 
they  tried  to  do  for  our  men,   and  they 
have  been  taught  their  lesson.     Now  you 
know." 

Did  he  ?  He  had,  at  any  rate,  material 
enough  to  keep  his  brain  active  even  in 
the  heavy  Kerisali  atmosphere. 

The  speaker  went  to  a  curtain,  and  a 
white  figure  started  up  outside  and  lifted 
it.  The  opening  looked  distantly  upon  the 
bamboos  and  an  angle  of  the  guard-house, 
and  a  group  of  the  Legion  lolling  in  a  broad 
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blue  shadow.  A  squirrel,  tail  atilt,  raced 
across  the  sand  and  whirled,  a  little  grey 
spiral,  up  the  trunk  of  a  tamarisk.  The 
hot  air,  laden  with  the  odours  of  the  East, 
drifted  into  the  room. 

"  Listen  !  "  Mr.  Jenkins  said,  and  mo- 
tioned for  silence. 

Spencer  crossed  to  him.  The  nearer 
sounds  were  peaceful  enough  :  the  drone 
of  servants'  voices  somewhere,  the  tramp 
of  a  sentry's  feet  about  the  bungalow,  the 
cooing  of  pigeons  in  the  thatch,  the  faint 
sigh  of  the  sea.  The  voice  of  Akasa  lay 
outside  them,  over  the  wall,  and  it  was 
perceptible  as  an  unceasing  hum,  punctu- 
ated now  and  then  by  the  shrill  cry  of  a 
vendor  or  the  yelp  of  a  pariah. 

"  What  is  it  ?  " 

Rex  strained  his  ears.  He  heard 
nothing  out  of  the  ordinary,  unless  it 
were  a  slight,  a  very  slight,  depression  in 
the  note  on  which  the  undersong  was 
pitched,  as  if  it  had  been  flattened  a 
semitone. 

"  There  is  an  unruly  element  in  the 
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fish-market,"  Mr.  Jenkins  said.  He  lis- 
tened again.  "It  is  angry.  How  is  the 
temper  of  the  town  ?  " 

"  Peevish,"  Spencer  said.  "  It  barks, 
but  it  don't  bite  ;  if  I  weren't  so  rushed 
I'd  give  it  something  to  chew  right  now. 
Well,  you've  got  the  ears  of  the  Old  Man  ! 
I  thought  I  knew  most  things  ;  but  I  can't 
hear  what  a  man  says  half  a  mile  away." 

Mr.  Jenkins  stood  very  still  for  a 
moment,  with  his  limbs  at  tension,  almost 
as  a  panther  watching  its  prey  might 
crouch.  Then  he  swayed  slightly  on  his 
feet,  and  his  eyes  showed  a  curious 
light. 

"  You  forget  I  was  born  here."  He 
drew  his  lips  apart  ;  but  he  was  not  smiling. 
"  I  know  the  moods  of  Akasa.  The  last 
time  I  heard  that  note  I  was — young,  and 
I  have  not  forgotten  it.  Mind  what  you 
are  doing,  Spencer  ;  it  means  mischief." 

He  came  back  into  his  room,  shoulder- 
ing them  aside.  He  had  his  dogged  jaw 
out-thrust,  and  abruptly,  with  a  snap  of 
fingers,  he  burst  into  a  spasm  of  rage. 
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"  Let  them !  The  brutes !  The 
cowards !  My  handling  rubs  them  the 
wrong  way,  does  it  ?  Let  them  see  if  they 
will  take  their  drilling  better  from  other 
people.  Eh,  what  do  you  suppose  they 
will  make  of  that  P  " 

Spencer  touched  him  on  the  arm,  a 
gesture  of  caution.  He  began  to  roll  up 
the  map,  and  his  fat  fingers  made  a  couple 
of  false  starts,  but  his  words  imported  a 
quenching  tone. 

'  You're  getting  out  of  my  depths, 
Jani,  and  you  forget  our  young  British 
friend,  don't  you  ?  "  He  indicated  Rex, 
whose  face  was  expressive  enough. 
"  They've  seen  the  men  that  were  sen- 
tenced going  into  the  jail,  which  is  over 
against  the  fish-market,  and  they've  got- 
ten a  healthy  scare,  that's  all.  They'll 
feel  worse  this  afternoon.  The  police  will 
keep  'em  moving,"  Spencer  went  on,  al- 
most as  if  he  were  soothing  a  nervous 
inquirer.  "  That's  all  right.  The  superin- 
tendent was  hanging  around  this  morning 
asking  for  orders,  and  I  sent  him  off  to  his 
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station  mighty  quick.  Don't  you  fret, 
boss.  Don't  you  lather." 

"  I  !  "  Mr.  Jenkins  said.  He  swallowed 
once  or  twice,  and  he  returned  to  his 
level  tone  as  unexpectedly  as  he  had  left 
it.  He  looked  at  his  son,  and  he  gave 
his  short  laugh  and  dropped  into  a 
chair. 

"  Leave  off  cudgelling  your  brains, 
Rex,"  he  said.  "  It  is  not  worth  it,  and 
you — you  are  English,  whatever  I  may  be." 
He  turned  to  Spencer.  "  Send  him  out 
to  see  the  sights ;  and  for  preference,  and 
less  risk  of  typhoid,  those  that  lie  outside 
my  charming  capital.  He  would  be  in- 
terested in  the  dike.  As  a  mere  matter 
of  formality,  a  couple  of  your  precious  per- 
sonal guards  might  be  sent  with  him. 
They  will  be  ready  for  you  after  break- 
fast, Rex,"  he  continued,  looking  at  his 
watch.  "  It  is  just  eight  o'clock  ;  if  you 
go  across  to  your  own  quarters  I  have  no 
doubt  you  will  find  a  meal  waiting.  I 
can't  ask  you  to  take  it  with  me,  for,  as 
you  see,  I'm  busy.  Uncle  Elias  is  going 
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to  make  me  work  now  that  he  has  caught 
me." 

The  young  man  was  dismissed.  He 
turned  away,  and  was  once  more  picked 
up  by  Buck  at  the  foot  of  the  verandah. 
He  was  not  easy  in  his  mind,  and  he 
returned  to  his  own  quarters  with  more 
than  one  disturbing  thought  at  work. 


CHAPTER 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN. 

REX  jogged  out  of  a  postern  an  hour  later, 
with  his  back  turned  to  the  enclosure 
and  the  little  town  behind  it  ;  and  found 
himself  facing  a  monotonous,  low-lying 
stretch  of  seaboard,  while  the  diminutive 
pony  under  him  dipped  gingerly  in  among 
the  rocks  and  snake-holes  of  a  nullah  upon 
which  the  gate  opened. 

Buck's  serene  red  face  bobbed  after. 
The  other  man  was  an  undersized  Spaniard, 
who  dropped  behind  when  Rex  turned  to 
ask  a  question,  and  left  his  English-speak- 
ing brother-in-arms  to  answer  it.  They 
scrambled,  jingling,  out  of  the  nullah-bed, 
and  rode  into  the  westward  desert. 

Akasa  and  the  palisaded  bungalows, 
in  their  bower  of  green,  receded.  The 
coast  curved  inwards,  so  that  soon,  by 
twisting  in  the  saddle,  they  could  see  how 
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the  bazaar  ended,  straggling  into  the 
steaming  jungle  at  the  riverside  and  a 
devil's  dance  of  heat-haze.  It  did  not 
hold  the  eye  ;  it  was  flat  and  meagre,  with 
only  a  few  one-storied  white  houses  to  raise 
it  from  a  squalor  that  defied  the  sea  and 
the  stretch  of  harbour. 

Rex  looked  with  a  fresh  curiosity  at 
the  stones  and  scrub  under  his  eyes,  the 
cacti,  the  little  green  lizards,  the  sweep 
of  red,  sun-burned,  barren  land.  They 
climbed  a  row  of  sand-dunes  crested  by  a 
few  skinny  trees.  It  was  conspicuous 
in  the  miles  of  flatness,  and  the  land- 
level  sank  still  lower  on  its  farther  side. 

It  had  taken  them  an  hour  to  get  there, 
and  they  were  not  sorry  to  halt  in  the  scrap 
of  shade.  The  sea-breeze  hummed  in  their 
ears,  warm  and  saltish,  but  the  sun  was 
high,  beating  on  their  backs.  The  glare 
struck  into  their  faces,  reflected  from  the 
water. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  the  old  Dutch- 
man's defence  began,  where  the  coast-line 
shrank  from  the  promontory  and  turned 
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north-west.  The  dike  started  at  a  little 
loopholed  pepper-box,  built,  as  Buck  ex- 
plained, to  guard  it  from  the  Malays,  and 
long  since  crumbled  into  ruin ;  and  it 
advanced  from  the  spit  and  marched  step 
for  step  with  the  sea,  holding  it  back  from 
the  grain-fields.  Its  maker  had  looked  to 
thwart  an  occasional  flood  ;  but  he  had 
planned  better  than  he  knew,  and  his  wall 
gave  a  solid  shoulder  to  the  daily  licking 
of  the  waves  and  their  insistent  encroach- 
ment. He  had  rescued  another  product, 
too,  from  submergence  without  dreaming 
of  it.  It  was  under  these  low-lying  brakes 
and  rice-swamps  that  Dietrich  had  found 
the  coal. 

Rex  had  gone  heavily  through  the 
expedition,  hampered  by  the  burden 
of  the  thoughts  it  had  been  intended 
to  dispel.  Here,  however,  the  hot,  wide 
silence  magnetised  him — that,  and  some- 
thing of  pride  in  the  obscure  tie  between 
him  and  the  architect  of  the  dike,  the  man 
who  had  built  so  sturdily,  and  whose  best 
monument  lay  in  the  miles  of  cultivation 
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behind  his  work.  He  left  Buck  and  the 
Spaniard  in  the  shade,  and  pressed  for- 
ward impulsively,  to  be  alone  with  the  spirit 
of  the  place.  He  dropped  down  the  dune, 
plodded  on  foot  across  the  strip  of  burn- 
ing silver  sand,  and  so  came  to  the  pepper- 
box and  the  pink  and  purple  sea-flowers 
blooming  in  its  crevices,  and  thence  to  the 
flanking  mound  in  which  the  masonry  of 
the  dike  began.  He  was  out  of  his  escort's 
sight  here.  A  bird  wheeled  shrieking  over 
his  head  and  rose ;  and  there  was  the 
empty  peace  of  sea  and  sky. 

He  was  so  sure  that  there  was  no  human 
being  close  to  him  that  he  repressed  a  cry 
with  difficulty  as  he  turned  the  corner  of 
the  mound.  He  was  face  to  face  with  a 
native  of  the  country,  who  rose  from  his 
knees,  one  hand  upon  the  slippery  stones 
of  the  wall,  to  confront  him. 

The  man  ran  his  eyes  over  him  in  an 
acute,  devouring  observation.  Rex  re- 
turned his  stare  with  interest,  and  found 
it  thrust  upon  his  notice  that  Kerisal  could 
breed  strength  and  good  looks,  and  yoke 
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a  supple  grace  upon  them.  This  was  a  tall, 
wiry  individual,  with  a  free  carriage,  an 
oval  face,  and  an  astonishing  celerity  of 
movement ;  for  though  he  had  been 
crouching,  tapping  the  stone  wall  with 
a  little  hammer,  when  the  new-comer 
stumbled  upon  him,  he  was  on  his  feet 
with  one  hand  to  his  belt  before  Rex  had 
time  to  plant  a  second  step. 

Rex  halted,  arrested  by  that  significant 
gesture,  and  an  imperiousness  in  the  man's 
pose.  He  suspected  a  knife  under  the 
broad  sash,  and,  looking  for  it,  saw  that 
the  texture  was  fine  and  delicately  woven, 
and  that  the  loose  green  jacket  over  it 
was  embroidered  in  gold  thread.  But  it 
would  have  taken  more  than  these  evi- 
dences of  quality  to  lessen  the  amazement 
with  which  he  heard  himself  addressed  in 
fluent  English. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 
The  young  man  fell  back  a  little.     He 
was  slow  in  finding  a  reply  to  the  challenge, 
and  before  he  had  framed  it  the  stranger 
was  speaking  again. 
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"  Ah,  of  course !  "  He  shaded  his 
eyes  from  the  glare,  and  peered  at  him 
with  a  quick  smile.  "  Ah,  yes  !  The  guest 
who  arrived  last  night  at  the  place  of 
palaces.  I  remember  perfectly." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  don't,"  Rex  stammered. 
"  Did  I — were  you  at  the  wharf  ?  There 
were  so  many  faces,  and  I " 

"  There !  No,  I  offered  no  welcome," 
the  man  said,  laughing  outright,  with  a 
display  of  white  and  even  teeth.  "  Jani 
Mata  would  not  have  trusted  its  sincerity, 
perhaps."  He  was  still  examining  his  vis- 
a-vis, and  his  attention  became  more 
concentrated  and  more  acute.  "  Tsa  !  they 
said  you  were  a  travelling  Englishman, 

but well,  yes,  an  Englishman  in  every 

way  but  one,  and  that  a  slight  one  ;  Euro- 
pean enough  to  deceive  most  men, 
surely." 

The  summary  was  familiar.  Rex  had 
heard  its  counterpart  before.  It  brought 
back  the  garish  restaurant  and  the  mono- 
tonous cadence  of  his  father's  voice  as  he 
stripped  the  husk  from  a  mystery. 
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"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  cried 
sharply. 

"  So  it  was  true  !  " 

"  True  ?  " 

"  That  the  king's  son  lived  in  his 
mother's  country,  knowing  nothing  of  our 
people.  Eh,  it  was  true  ?  " 

Rex  stood  rooted  to  the  spot.  This 
certainly  was  not  what  Jani  Mata  had 
sent  him  into  the  wilderness  to  see. 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  it  is  plain  that  you  are  his 
son.  He  has  done  the  thing  he  set  out  to 
do.  You  have  no  part  in  Kerisal.  Done  ? 
It  has  been  achieved  with  an  extraordinary 
completeness,  and  I  see  his  meaning.  Go 
back  to  Europe,  young  man,  and  let  us 
be." 

"  And  who  are  you,  in  Heaven's 
name  ?  '"  Rex  interposed. 

The  Kerisali  looked  at  him  with  a 
sparkle  of  defiance. 

"It  is  not  a  close  relationship  ;  but 
you  and  I  are  kinsmen,"  he  said,  more 
amicably.  "  Blood  smells  out  blood,  which 
is  the  reason  that  I  have  perceived  you, 
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English  cousin.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the 
maker  of  this  " — he  pointed  to  the  dike — 
"  I  should  be  the  chief  of  Kerisal  to-day ; 
and  a  true  chief,  no  renegade  half-caste, 
bargaining  over  the  honour  of  his  people." 
He  leaned  back  against  the  wall,  his  head 
slightly  atilt,  his  bright  eyes  dancing. 
"  You  may  tell  the  king  that  Ahmed 
has  greeted  his  son,  if  you  wish  it.  Oh, 
yes ;  and  you  may  tell  him  that  I  know, 
too,  what  his  fat  American  has  found  at 
Tanalao,  and  that  I — I,  the  prince — will 
never  have  it  used  as  they  desire  to  use  it." 

He  was  in  earnest  now,  and  he  had 
dropped  irony.  He  pointed  to  a  streak  on 
the  horizon  with  his  outstretched  finger, 
and  forced  Rex's  gaze  to  it. 

"  They  are  too  bankrupt  and  dis- 
credited to  work  it  for  themselves,  and 
there  is  too  much  armed  resistance  in  the 
land  for  them  to  farm  it  out  with  security. 
Do  you  know,  then,  what  they  hope  to 
do  ?  To  sell  " — his  emotion  rose,  choking 
at  the  word — "  to  sell  our  country,  value- 
less before,  but  worth  a  price  now.  And 
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there  goes  the  purchaser,  waiting  for  his 
bargain  !  " 

It  was  the  smoke  of  a  steamer.  It  hung 
in  the  air,  trailing  slowly  across  the  blue. 

"  They — these  alien  white  men — they 
have  the  money.  They  are  very  eager. 
They  will  have  their  coaling-base,  and  their 
army  is  the  strongest  in  the  world  ;  they 
are  not  afraid  that  they  cannot  subdue  us. 
And  yet  the  Kerisalis  are  not  to  be  bought 
and  sold  so  easily,  and  their  country  is 
sacred  to  them.  If  the  king  forces  it, 
his  people  will  show  him  what  they  can 
do  to  keep  their  independence.  Has  he 
forgotten  ?  Our  messengers  found  him  in 
London,  and  gave  their  message ;  it  cannot 
be  that  he  does  not  remember." 

"  /  remember,"  Rex  said  slowly. 

"  You  heard  them  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  understand — then.  I  do  now, 
I  think.  Did  you  send  the  men  who  called 
him  back  ?  " 

Ahmed  looked  at  him  with  a  sharp, 
suspicious  glance. 

"  They  called.    But  it  is  not  because 
j 
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of  their  appeal  that  Jani  Mata  has  re- 
turned." 

"  No,"  Rex  said,  going  back  to  his 
impressions  of  his  father's  attitude  towards 
the  deputation.  "  Not  altogether,  I  sup- 
pose. But  it  helped.  It  made  him  go 
back  to  read  his  letters,  and  when  he  had 
read  them,  he  came  out  as  quickly  as  he 
could.  Perhaps,  after  all  " — he  clutched 
at  the  straws — "  he  means  well  by  Kerisal." 

The  prince  shook  his  head. 

"  He  hates  us,  as  a  man  must  always 
hate  those  he  has  robbed  and  oppressed," 
he  said.  "  And  even  if  he  thought  that, 
by  selling  us  like  sheep,  he  would  bring  us 
to  prosperity  he  knows  that  the  Kerisalis 
would  never  live  in  subjection  to  the 
white  man.  There  are  wild  birds  that 
cannot  live  in  cages.  There  are  races 
that  accept  extinction  before  they  accept 
servitude.  It  is  a  madness  in  the  blood, 
perhaps ;  but  if  so  it  is  a  madness  to 
which  my  people  are  born,  and  a  part  of 
their  savage  heritage.  Let  Jani  Mata  be- 
ware before  he  defies  it." 


CHAPTER 
EIGHT. 


CHAPTER    EIGHT. 

PETER  BUCK  was  growing  uneasy.  He 
stared  across  the  sand  until  his  eyes  ached  ; 
he  fidgeted,  coughed,  and  finally  he  swung 
leg  over  saddle  and  dismounted. 

"  He  must  've  gone  on  to  the  first  sluice, 
Don  Juan,"  he  said,  addressing  his  fellow- 
soldier  by  a  handy  nickname.  "  Half  an 
hour  it  is  since  he  turned  the  corner.  Here, 
hold  the  ponies,  will  you  ?  I'll  trot  down 
yonder  and  have  a  look.  He'll  be  getting 
fever  if  he  suns  himself  like  this ;  and, 
between  you  and  me,  we've  done  more'n 
we  should  in  losing  sight  of  'm  at  all." 

Miguel,  who  was  rolling  a  third  cigar- 
ette, stretched  a  hand  for  the  bridles. 

"  He  walks  :  no  one  but  Englishmen 
and  mad  dogs  walk,"  he  said.  "  He  come 
back  presently,  very  red-a,  and  want  a 

bath,   /  know.    All   come  right  in   very 
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good  time.  Don't  make  a  trouble,  amigo 
mi  a." 

Buck  swore  thoughtfully  by  way  of  re- 
tort. He  had  a  troublesome  sense  of  duty, 
and  it  was  pricking  him.  He  doubled  out 
of  the  shade  to  the  ruined  tower  and  the 
shoulder  of  the  mound.  He  was  ener- 
getic, but  he  was  also  solid  ;  the  puffs  and 
trample  of  his  approach  warned  the  two 
individuals  in  the  angle  of  dike  and  earth- 
work, and  made  them  spring  apart  hastily. 

Prince  Ahmed,  who  had  been  speak- 
ing, picked  up  his  little  hammer  from  the 
sand,  and  lingered  for  a  moment,  tapping 
it  in  his  palm  before  he  tucked  it  into  the 
bosom  of  his  shirt  and  turned  to  go. 

"  I  could  have  said  more  to  you,"  he 
said.  "  So  far,  I  have  told  you  only  of  the 
things  that  we  will  not  have  ;  some  day, 
perhaps,  I  shall  let  you  know  the  ways  and 
means  by  which  we  can  prevent  them. 
But  at  least  you  know  a  little  now ;  you 
are  not  totally  blind.  It  does  not  help  us, 
perhaps,  but  it  is  well  for  you  to  see — kins- 
man/' 
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"  Yes,  it  is  right  that  I  should  see,  of 
course,"  Rex  repeated  after  him. 

His  face  was  flushed ;  the  affair, 
or  the  tropical  morning,  had  gone  to  his 
head  ;  he  was  carried  out  of  his  insular 
dumbness  into  open  confession. 

"  I  say,  I — I  hold  by  every  word  you 
say,"  he  exclaimed,  and  pushed  his  helmet 
off  a  wet  forehead  excitedly.  "It  only 
tallies  with  my  own  instincts.  The  right 
is  all  on  your  side.  I  don't  belong  here 
a  bit,  and  so  perhaps  I  haven't  anything 
to  do  with  it ;  but  I  know  one  way  in 
which  I  can  help,  and  that's  by  striking 
out  for  myself  altogether,  which  has  been 
in  my  mind  often  enough  lately.  But  if 
I  can  ever  do  anything  more " 

Buck  was  upon  them,  his  face  a  moon  of 
mixed  sensations,  astonishment  uppermost. 

"  No,  no.  A  friendly  neutral.  Let  it 
rest  at  that,"  Prince  Ahmed  said  gently. 
"  There !  your  escort  waits  for  you,  on 
the  verge  of  apoplexy  at  the  sight  of  me 
I  believe.  I  trust  you — so.  Where  did 
you  get  your  honesty,  my  friend  ?  It 
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disarms  even  the  hereditary  enemy  ;  but 
a  mind  should  take  longer  to  settle.  Ride 
home,  and  think  over  our  meeting." 

He  lifted  his  hand,  palm  inwards,  to 
his  forehead,  with  an  Oriental  gesture 
oddly  out  of  keeping  with  his  crisp  English, 
and  a  second  later  he  was  moving  away,  an 
upright,  unhurried  figure,  over  the  ribbon 
of  shore.  There  was  a  power  in  his  con- 
fidence and  his  carriage. 

The  two  young  men  watched  him  while 
he  receded  leisurely  between  the  dike  and 
the  sea. 

"  Him  !  "  said  Buck  at  last,  violently 
expelling  the  monosyllable. 

Rex  was  recovering  his  own  equilibrium. 
He  looked  at  the  soldier,  and  saw  that  he 
was  bubbling  over,  congested  with  gossip 
and  curiosity. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  said  ;  and  he  laughed. 
"  Who  ?  " 

"  You  don't  know  ?  "  Peter  Buck  edged 
up  to  him  and  launched  his  disclosure. 
"To  be  sure  ;  how  could  you  ?  Ah  !  " 
He  smacked  his  lips.  "  That  isn't  a  com- 
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mon  or  garden  native,  sir.  You  might 
have  observed  that,  I  dare  say,  for  all  he 
wears  their  outlandish  rig.  That's  a  prince, 
sir — a  Prince.  He  was  talking,  was  he  ? 
I  heard  'm  speak  to  Mr.  Spencer  once,  and 
he  used  English  as  good  as  me.  It  was  a 
straight  talk,  too.  He's  thought  a  heap  of 
by  the  Kerisalis.  He's  an  awful  plucky 
beggar,  or  he  wouldn't  be  wandering  out 
here  on  his  lone,  for  there's — people — that 
don't  want  him."  He  followed  the  speck 
beside  the  dike  admiringly.  "  A  prince 
that  is,  if  you'll  believe  me." 

"I  gathered  something  of  the  kind," 
Rex  said,  getting  into  motion. 

Buck  blinked  inquisitively,  opened  his 
mouth  to  ask  something,  thought  better  of 
it,  and  went  on  with  his  own  information. 

"  Most  of  the  squabbles  among  the 
natives  go  to  him  to  be  settled.  They  don't 
come  to  the  real  court ;  and  I  don't  say 
they're  far  wrong,  mind  you.  Him  and 
Mr.  Spencer  has  had  words  over  that  a 
good  many  times  ;  and  once  we  were  mus- 
tered under  instructions  to  clear  him  out 


138     THE    KING   OF    KERISAL. 

of  the  town.  If  we  had,  there  would  have 
been  more  than  a  tea-party,  I'll  lay  my 
word  ;  but  it  didn't  come  to  that.  He  went 
of  his  own  accord  into  the  back  of  beyond 
somewhere,  riding  along  by  our  wall  as 
cool  as  you  please,  and  us  in  the  gate  gaping 
at  'm.  That's  when  he — talked  to  Mr. 
Spencer,  sir.  .  .  .  Well,  he  is  only  a  native, 
and  it's  beastly  impidence,  I'm  sure," 
Peter  Buck  flowed  on  ;  "  but  when  it  was 
done  it  sort  of  caught  your  breath.  They 

do  say "  he  faltered,  nipped  between 

caution  and  loquacity. 

"  What  do  they  say  ?  " 

They  were  near  enough  to  the  Spaniard 
to  see  the  cloud  of  flies  about  the  ponies, 
and  his  discarded  cigarette  smoking  in 
the  sand.  Buck  lowered  his  voice. 

"  They  say  if  he  was  to  lift  a  little  finger 
the  Kerisalis  would  fight  like  tigers  to  make 
a  king  of  him.  But  they  daren't  do  that. 
We've  got  Mausers,  and  we're  white  men, 
too."  He  threw  his  chest  out.  "  You 
needn't  let  that  trouble  you,  sir." 

"  I  don't  intend  to,  thank  you,"  Rex 
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said  ;  and  the  narrator  fell  back  into  silence. 
They  came  to  the  trees  and  remounted, 
and  faced  Akasa  once  more.  Rex  looked 
behind  as  they  dropped  over  the  eastward 
slope  of  the  dune,  but  the  figure  at  the 
waterside  was  no  longer  visible.  The  bun- 
galows of  the  king's  quarter  began  to  take 
shape  again  behind  the  quivering  haze,  and 
with  them  the  shallow  harbour,  the  for- 
lorn little  town,  the  river  winding  slug- 
gishly into  the  forest. 

Rex  turned  his  meditations  over  and 
over.  It  was  not  in  the  way  of  average 
probabilities  that  a  half-hour's  interview 
with  an  utter  stranger,  and  a  yellow  man 
to  boot,  should  work  revolution  in  his 
mind  ;  but  if  this  had  not  happened,  it  had 
at  least  crystallised  his  doubts.  The  King 
of  Kerisal  was  a  deserter  from  the  plain 
duty.  Yes  ;  but  Rex  began  to  feel  as  if 
he  had  known  that  not  for  a  few  days  or 
weeks,  but  all  his  lifetime. 

It  is  not  possible  to  shirk  a  trust  with- 
out opening  the  door  to  greater  evils. 
This  concerned  him,  too,  in  the  broad 
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principle ;  he  knitted  his  brows  over  it,  and 
it  ran,  with  the  jingle  of  the  soldiers'  spurs, 
the  creaks  of  saddle,  through  and  through 
his  thoughts. 

The  little  country,  without  external 
trade,  rife  with  internal  discord,  preyed 
upon  by  Spencer  on  their  behalf,  was  rapidly 
approaching  the  end  of  its  ability  to  sup- 
port its  spendthrift  king — had,  in  fact,  if 
the  fat  man  had  spoken  true,  already  come 
to  it. 

It  might  hold  out  to  his  end  ;  but  after 
him  the  deluge  ;  and  for  Rex  the  life  to 
which  his  tastes  and  habits  called  him. 
Spencer,  in  all  likelihood,  had  laid  by  for 
the  rainy  day.  But  for  trade  enterprise, 
for  roads,  for  irrigation,  for  dredging, 
nothing,  if  Ahmed's  impeachment  were 
accurate,  had  ever  been  set  aside.  Kerisal 
lived  from  hand  to  mouth,  and  the  men 
who  should  have  fed  it  snatched  even 
its  bare  means  of  subsistence  from  it. 

And  it  kept  a  ray  of  loyalty  to  the 
king  !  The  thing  had  been  a  marvel,  but 
it  was  less  inexplicable  now.  The  in- 
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tegrity  of  their  country,  a  body  with  a 
head,  was  the  Kerisalis'  religion ;  the 
brain  that  made  use  of  the  trunk  might 
be  corrupt,  the  eyes  evil,  the  mouth  in- 
satiable, but  decapitation  was  barely  con- 
ceivable to  them — yet.  It  had  been  left 
to  the  king  himself  to  threaten  that  long- 
suffering  tenet.  Reform  had  been  pos- 
sible once,  or  at  least  some  setting  of  an 
unkempt  house  in  order ;  but  it  could  not 
have  been  done  by  any  other  than  a  Keri- 
sali,  were  he  merely  Jani  Mata,  half- 
European  in  blood  and  wholly  alien  in 
sympathy.  It  had  been  possible,  but  the 
shadowy  redemption  already  lay  behind 
them,  and  a  bitterer  thing  than  bank- 
ruptcy loomed  before. 

Prince  Ahmed,  who  had  spoken  pas- 
sionately of  the  straits  of  his  countrymen, 
voiced  their  fanaticism  here  without  hesita- 
tion. To  be  subdued  by  another  people, 
to  be  the  inferior  race  over  whom  foreign 
masters  held  authority,  was  a  fate  worse 
than  death  to  the  Kerisalis  ;  and  he  had 
done  more  than  hint  that  they  would  find 
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a  way  to  die  before  they  bent  to  it.  The 
creed  had,  perhaps,  been  adopted  in  some 
remote,  primitive  struggle  for  existence, 
when  to  be  conquered  meant  slaughter 
and  slavery.  It  was  rooted  past  upheaval 
now  ;  and  the  prince,  their  educated  man, 
their  champion,  clung  to  it  as  tenaciously 
as  the  rest.  He  had,  as  he  had  told  Rex, 
travelled  through  the  East,  to  Hong-kong 
and  Java  and  the  Straits  ;  and  he  had 
read  his  own  meaning  into  the  spectacle 
of  the  subjected  yellow  races.  Extinc- 
tion rather  than  submission — the  matter 
was  concise  enough,  and  Jani  Mat  a  knew 
it. 

The  outlook  was  black,  and  its  black- 
est corner  was  that  inner  relentlessness, 
that  cold,  stubborn  hatred,  that  Rex  had 
surprised  in  his  father's  eyes  at  the  trial 
of  the  Tanalao  rebels.  The  significance 
of  it  lay  between  them,  and  it  gave  the 
young  man's  thoughts  a  sombre  cast  as 
he  rode.  He  had  drifted  thither,  and  had 
been  spun  into  an  eddy  that  might  well 
become  a  whirlpool. 
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"  Hel-lo  !  There's  the  Star  with  steam 
up,  and  Mr.  Spencer's  barge  going  off  to 
her.  Two  trips  in  a  week  !  Old  Fernandez 
will  bu'st  his  boilers  !  >j 

It  was  the  irrepressible  Buck,  popping 
out  of  the  background.  Rex  reined  in, 
and  saw  that  what  he  said  was  true.  They 
could  see  two  white  helmets  in  the  stern 
of  the  boat ;  presently  they  saw  her  draw 
alongside  the  little  steamer,  and  the  king 
and  Spencer,  pigmy  but  recognisable,  climb 
up  the  gangway-ladder.  They  rode  on  ; 
and  before  they  had  covered  another  hun- 
dred yards  the  Star  of  the  East  was  stand- 
ing out  to  sea,  the  throb  of  her  engines 
panting  over  the  water. 

"  Going  out  for  a  blow  ?  "  Buck  said, 
on  the  note  of  interrogation.  "  I  wonder  !  " 

The  rank  and  file  of  the  Legion  evi- 
dently knew  no  more  than  it  was  wanted 
to  know  ;  it  looked  as  if  Rex,  too,  were  to 
be  left  on  the  wrong  side  of  a  closed  door. 
It  was  not  Spencer's  fault  that  he,  the  new- 
comer, knew  so  much  on  this  first  morning 
that  he  could  calculate  the  value  of  the 
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stake  laid  on  the  table,  and  guess  against 
what  the  gamblers  risked  it.  He  peered 
out  to  sea.  The  smudge  of  smoke  was 
still  on  the  horizon  ;  and  the  Star,  plough- 
ing through  the  blue  at  her  best  speed, 
had  laid  her  course  towards  it. 

They  came  to  the  end  of  the  desert, 
dipped  in  and  out  of  the  stony  nullah,  and 
so  picked  up  the  postern-gate.  It  creaked 
open  to  them,  a  narrow  entry  in  the  high 
palisade,  and  let  them  back  to  weft  of  light 
and  shade  and  the  broad  brown  thatches. 
The  drone  of  Akasa  drummed  across  the 
enclosure. 


CHAPTER 

NINE 


CHAPTER    NINE. 

REX  lunched  by  himself,  and  ate  strange 
things  with  a  youthful  appetite  that  was 
quite  impervious  to  mental  disturbance ; 
and  he  pieced  and  re-pieced  the  prospect  of 
the  Millinghams*  relation  to  his  fantastic 
surroundings,  and  found  the  task  growing 
steadily  less  satisfactory.  He  received  a 
visit  from  one  of  Spencer's  officials  while 
he  was  at  table,  and  was  informed  in  broken 
English  that  the  resources  of  the  palaces 
were  at  his  disposal. 

"  Oh,  thanks,"  Rex  said  agreeably,  and 
made  a  plan  at  once.  "  I  will  take  a  stroll 
round  after  lunch." 

He  gesticulated  for  an  umbrella  and  his 
hat  at  the  end  of  the  meal,  and  stepped  out 
again  to  see  what  there  was  to  see.  His 
Kerisali  valet  looked  after  him  in  some 

alarm.     It  was  two  o'clock,  the  time  when 
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all  rational  beings  slept ;  there  was  some- 
thing hardly  human  in  so  much  energy. 

Peter  Buck  and  his  companion  had  left 
their  charge  at  the  Queen's  House,  the 
rambling  barrack  whence  another  mer- 
cenary had  issued  to  take  over  their  escort 
duty.  The  mixture  of  nationalities  had 
not  been  exaggerated  ;  this  time  it  was  a 
Portuguese,  very  polite  and  inordinately 
dirty,  who  trailed,  a  melancholy  martyr  in 
draggled  finery,  his  rifle  the  only  business- 
like touch  about  him,  after  the  sightseer. 
He  was  not  talkative  ;  but  he  had  a  yawn 
that  said  volumes,  with  which  he  expressed 
himself  at  intervals  from  the  rear. 

A  white-petticoated  person,  again  with 
modest  English,  fluttered  up  to  show  the 
sights.  They  were  not  much  to  see — bun- 
galows interesting  more  because  they  had 
been  the  place  of  kings  for  more  years  than 
the  guide  could  name  than  for  any  other 
reason. 

Jani  Mata,  or  his  mother,  had  left 
few  typically  native  touches  remaining. 
The  stockade  met  the  eye  at  every  turn  ; 
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the  barrier  between  ruler  and  people  that 
could  hide  so  much,  and  yet  could  not  keep 
away  the  low  hum  of  the  bazaar  and  the 
heavy  smell  of  sand  and  heat  and  Eastern 
savours. 

The  air  hung  in  a  dead  stagnation 
between  noon  and  sunset.  It  was  not 
difficult  to  understand  how  the  American 
woman,  penned  up  so  far  from  the  stimu- 
lating, blood-stirring  winds  of  her  own 
place,  had  died,  filled  with  the  hate  of  exile. 
And  the  English  girl — that  dimly  seen, 
pure  spirit  who  had  come  here  helpfully, 
and  had  had  her  goodness  thrown  back 
upon  herself  until  even  her  death  became 
a  cause  of  deep  dissension — it  did  not  bear 
thinking  upon.  This  was  not  a  home  for 
white  women ;  there  was  a  subtle  an- 
tagonism in  it  to  all  Western  impulses, 
and  Rex  felt  it  as  he  walked. 

He  drifted  to  the  main  gate  at  last, 
and  was  amused  to  see  the  tatterdemalion 
guard  turn  out  smartly.  An  Irish  cor- 
poral accepted  drink-money  for  the  crew 
with  eloquent  appreciation,  and  proceeded 
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to  exhibit  their  Maxim,  "  own  brother " 
to  the  one  in  the  Star,  and  the  bullet-marks 
in  the  gate  that  helped  to  keep  the  German 
doctor's  visit  in  memory. 

Rex  loitered,  peering  through  the 
shutter  in  the  gate.  He  could  see  a  by- 
way, the  fierce  sunlight  beating  on  baked 
walls,  the  flitting  by,  every  now  and  then, 
of  a  barefooted  native.  Was  that  all  he 
was  to  see  of  Akasa  ?  His  juvenile  im- 
patience swept  him  along  with  it.  He 
questioned  the  Irishman,  and  met  much 
head-shaking,  and  then  the  greediness 
of  the  rogue's  eye  showed  him  a  short 
way  out. 

"  On  fut  ?  Not  on  fut,  sorr."  The 
fellow  jingled  his  tip  in  his  pocket. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Rex  said,  augmenting  it. 
"  I  want  to  see  the  place  without  making 
a  state  procession  of  the  thing." 

It  was  worth  gold,  when  once  it  had 
been  refused  ;  and  gold  did  it,  and  took 
the  corporal  and  the  Portuguese  with  him. 
The  rest  of  the  guard  followed  their  dis- 
appearance apathetically.  It  was  after- 
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noon,  and  they  were  used  to  the  live-and- 
let-live  of  the  East,  and  nice  questions  of 
discipline  hardly  affected  them.  If  the 
brisk  Buck  had  been  there  Rex  might  have 
been  held  back  ;  but  Buck  was  out  of  sight 
and  mind. 

A  dozen  paces  led  them  into  the  bazaar, 
a  narrow,  crooked  village  street  that  was 
crowded  with  shifting  swarms  of  yellow 
men.  The  odour  of  it,  at  close  quarters, 
was  both  sickly  and  pungent,  and  the  dirt 
and  poverty  were  in  full  evidence ;  but 
the  Kerisalis  caught  his  imagination,  and 
held  it. 

They  were  not  only  objects  of  pictur- 
esque interest,  with  their  flat  baskets  full 
of  strange  wares,  their  scuffling  donkeys, 
their  ragged,  many-coloured  clothes  ;  they 
were  the  citizens  of  their  own  capital,  how- 
ever mean,  and  he  was  a  being  from  another 
world.  He  looked  closely,  with  attention 
sharpened  by  the  revelations  of  the  day. 

These  were  men  with  unfriendly  faces, 
lean  men,  bearing  themselves  more  auda- 
ciously than  the  people  of  the  seaports  at 
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which  the  Rissala  had  touched.  Rex, 
ordinarily  fearless,  began  to  have  a  qualm 
of  doubt  as  to  his  own  wisdom,  but  his 
eager  eyes  led  him  on.  The  people  stood 
in  knots,  their  voices  dropping  after  he 
had  passed,  and  when  he  turned  his  head 
he  saw  them  staring  after  him. 


CHAPTER 
TEN. 


CHAPTER    TEN. 

THE  crowd  in  the  fish-market  had  not 
diminished  with  the  march  of  day.  As  a 
rule,  Akasa  was  half-empty  in  the  after- 
noon ;  it  dozed,  sluggish  and  malodorous, 
and  the  fishermen  waited  for  customers  as 
patiently  as  they  dragged  the  sea  for  fish. 
To-day  the  place  buzzed  about  their  ears  ; 
and  if  the  market  was  no  brisker,  there 
was  at  least  a  pack  of  people  to  cajole, 
and  something  besides  fish-heads  and  nosing 
pariahs  to  contemplate.  They  chewed 
betel-nut,  being  stolid  sea-folk,  not  given 
to  meddling  in  local  politics — perhaps  be- 
cause they  had  usually  enough  to  eat,  and 
their  foothold  on  shore  hardly  counted. 

One  after  another,  men  of  a  less  in- 
different mould  than  these  dribbled  into 
the  limited  area  and  worked  their  way  to 
the  heart  of  it.  A  file  of  native  constables 
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pushed  through  them,  whipping  the  weaker 
ones  into  motion,  even  directing  a  few  to 
their  businesses  elsewhere  ;  but  the  throng 
closed  up  doggedly  after  they  had  gone. 
The  Kerisalis  were  a  hard-bitten  people, 
not  lightly  turned  aside  from  a  purpose ; 
and  here  an  idea  was  hammered  into  their 
heads,  and  they  did  not  mean  to  let  it 
go  again. 

The  native  superintendent  of  police 
was  the  most  outwardly  uneasy  person  in 
the  quarter.  He  had  been  attracted  to  it 
early,  and  after  one  futile  effort  to  get  in- 
structions he  had  come  back  to  it,  to  hover 
forlornly  on  the  skirts  of  the  gathering. 
He  knew  his  fellow-countrymen,  and  he 
was  not  happy.  Mr.  Spencer  had  been  in 
too  much  of  a  hurry  to  attend  to  him  that 
morning,  and  he  had  no  authority  to  ask 
for  a  detachment  of  the  white  soldiers, 
who,  much  as  he  hated  them,  were  the  men 
to  make  short  work  of  a  trouble. 

He  looked  up  at  the  high,  white  wall  of 
the  jail,  to  which  most  eyes  were  turned. 
They  had  their  instructions  there;  and 
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they  were  going  to  carry  them  through — 
the  European  jailer  had  said  so,  and  had 
been  insolently  contemptuous  of  his  ex- 
postulation— which,  to  be  sure,  was  not 
over-vigorous.  But  then,  what  was  a  man 
to  do  without  authority  ?  He  stood  be- 
tween the  upper  and  the  nether  millstone  ; 
an  anxious,  uncomfortably  intelligent  being 
who  had  been  very  sorry  to  see  Spencer  and 
the  king  put  themselves  out  of  reach  of 
appeal  this  morning. 

The  sun  dropped  behind  the  prison.  It 
might  have  been  a  signal  for  which  those 
within  it  had  waited ;  the  long,  hot 
shadow  widened  its  boundaries  as  the 
door  opened. 

The  sergeant  swung  out  stiffly,  his 
warders  in  a  double  file,  and  one  of  the 
morning's  prisoners  close-guarded  between 
them.  The  condemned  man  had  had  a  short 
shrift  even  for  Akasa ;  but  orders  were 
orders.  He  was  going  to  hang,  according  to 
immemorial  custom,  at  the  water's  edge,  as 
scores  of  Kerisalis — and  Malay  pirates  too, 
once  upon  a  time — had  hung  before  him. 
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Really,  a  hanging  was  no  novelty  to  the 
town ;  the  sergeant  did  not  know  why 
this  one  attracted  so  much  attention.  From 
the  jail's  standpoint,  native  criminals  dif- 
fered only  in  degree  of  sentence  ;  what 
brought  them  to  it  was  immaterial. 

He  waved  the  crowd  aside  and 
shouted  at  it,  annoyed  to  find  it  was 
blocking  him.  The  superintendent,  his 
yellow  face  quite  grey,  wavered  towards 
him,  conspicuous  by  his  red  cotton  uni- 
form and  yellow  turban,  and  buzzing  like 
a  bluebottle  behind  the  crowd.  The  ser- 
geant— including  all  natives,  official  and 
otherwise,  in  one  unfavourable  category — 
turned  a  blind  eye  on  him.  If  he  could 
not  even  make  his  spindle-shanked  police- 
men keep  a  clear  road  for  five  minutes 

The  sergeant  did  not,  of  course,  know 
that  he  was  trying  to  force  a  martyr  to 
execution  through  the  solid  opposition  of 
his  sympathisers.  He  was  not  quite  a 
fool,  in  spite  of  his  Western  contempt  for 
the  yellow  man  ;  and  he  might  have  fallen 
back  in  time  if  he  had  seen  these  things, 
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and  perhaps  postponed  the  imeute  until 
the  Legion  was  in  a  position  to  deal  with 
it. 

His  ignorance,  however,  was  quite  as 
big  as  his  courage.  The  unintelligible  hum, 
the  steady  squeeze  of  the  crowd,  which 
had  now  packed  the  market  from  corner  to 
corner,  pushed  his  patience  to  a  limit.  He 
tried  oaths  and  a  vigorous  elbow,  and 
when  these  failed  he  clapped  his  fist  into 
the  face  that  happened  to  be  closest,  and 
dropped  its  owner  scientifically.  The  next 
moment  the  hum  changed  its  note,  and  a 
man  at  his  side  had  whipped  out  a  kris 
and  run  him  through  the  body. 

Somebody  screamed.  Not  the  sergeant, 
for  he  slid  underfoot,  and  was  trodden  into 
the  sand  immediately.  It  might  have  been 
his  murderer,  whom  a  warder  bayoneted 
before  he  could  wrench  his  knife  free ; 
possibly  it  was  the  warder,  bludgeoned  an 
instant  later  by  a  peasant's  staff. 

The  shriek,  whoever  uttered  it,  served  as 
a  signal.  The  market  went  mad  from  end 
to  end,  and  the  ominous  drone  that  the 
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king  had  remarked  hours  before  swelled  to 
its  natural  sequel,  one  of  the  most  terrible 
sounds  on  earth ;  the  ululation  of  an 
Asiatic  mob  that  has  spilled  blood,  and 
means  to  spill  it  again. 

The  superintendent  gave  one  horrified, 
comprehensive  stare  at  the  riot,  and  ran 
for  his  life  to  the  shelter  of  his  station, 
where  he  remained  cowed  and  shivering, 
too  demoralised  to  sally  out  to  the  rescue 
of  less  agile  individuals.  A  few  constables 
straggled  in  later,  their  red  and  yellow 
more  stained  and  ragged  than  usual ;  some 
shared  the  fate  of  the  remaining  warders, 
who,  after  a  brief  resistance,  were  dis- 
armed, disabled,  and  hunted  through  huts 
and  byways  like  so  many  rats.  The  pri- 
soner was  freed,  but  incidentally,  and  for- 
gotten. He  stood  staring  at  the  wake  of 
the  storm  until  it  occurred  to  him  that 
legs  were  made  for  use,  and  that  the  best 
thing  he  could  do  was  to  get  back  to  the 
refuge  of  the  forest.  He  scuttled  away 
unnoticed  ;  he  was  alive,  and  that  was 
enough  ;  he,  too,  had  once  fought  in  this 
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wise,  and  he  had  his  own  dumb  opinion  of 
the  outcome. 

Rex  and  his  escort,  meanwhile,  were 
dawdling  down  the  bazaar,  past  a  brass 
merchant's  shop,  when  the  disturbance 
first  brought  itself  to  their  ears.  It  had 
risen  so  suddenly  that  they  had  scarcely 
had  time  to  stop,  and  listen,  and  wonder, 
and  fall  into  two  minds  about  going  on, 
when  the  rest  of  the  mob  poured  across  the 
western  end  of  the  narrow  street,  too  in- 
tent for  the  moment  upon  its  own  business 
to  realise  that  there  was  bigger  game 
within  a  stone' s-throw.  The  little  party 
turned  their  heads,  peered  through  the 
scuffle  of  sand,  and  vision  filtered  out  to 
them. 

The  Irishman  was  the  first  to  speak. 
He  had  puckered  the  lids  over  his  deep 
grey  eyes  ;  he  looked  very  closely  before 
he  tugged  at  his  side-arm,  and  a  red  spot 
mounted  to  his  cheeks. 

'  That's  murder,"  he  said,  dragging 
the  bayonet  out  of  a  rusty  sheath,  and 
fixing  it.  "A  policeman  !  'Tis  queer  for 
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Thady  Dunne  to  be  on  the  side  av  order. 
Still,  if  you'll  allow  me,  sorr ' 

He  thrust  Rex  unceremoniously  into  a 
doorway. 

"  Keep  him  there  till  I  get  back,  Juarez," 
he  said,  and,  levelling  his  bayonet,  trotted 
down  the  bazaar,  spinning  the  pedestrians 
out  of  his  way,  and  gaining  speed  and 
momentum  as  he  charged  towards  the 
scene  of  action. 

His  flank  attack,  one  solid,  determined 
man  to  a  press  that  had  not  yet  found 
cohesion,  was  almost  ludicrously  success- 
ful. The  rioters  woke  to  find  him  in  the 
middle  of  them,  were  taken  at  that  dis- 
advantage, and  vanished  helter-skelter  to 
cover.  He  paused  to  draw  breath,  stooped 
down,  and  turned  over  a  man  on  the 
ground.  Then  he  pulled  him  to  his  feet, 
and  propelled  him  to  the  brass  vendor's 
shop,  one  arm  round  his  body,  and  de- 
posited him  there  for  the  shopkeeper  to 
look  after.  It  was  a  brilliant  little  rescue, 
conceived  and  executed  with  extraordinary 
despatch. 
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Rex,  who  had  stayed,  chafing,  where 
he  had  been  put,  was  a  little  sur- 
prised to  see  that  Dunne's  face,  when  he 
came  back,  was  lowering  and  serious.  The 
corporal  was  venal ;  but  he  was  long- 
headed enough,  and  he  had  surmised 
that  the  time  had  come  for  him  to  earn  his 
bribe. 

The  loiterers  by  the  shops  shifted  aside 
as  he  swung  back,  his  rifle  shouldered.  The 
life  of  the  unkempt  little  street  seemed  to 
have  been  arrested,  to  hang  in  suspense, 
to  be  silent  by  contrast  with  the  rising 
clamour  of  angry  people,  unseen,  but  very 
near  at  hand.  The  group  he  had  scat- 
tered had  dived  into  innumerable  door- 
ways and  bypaths  ;  but  already  heads  were 
popping  out  again,  and  a  lean  native 
scuttled,  rabbit-wise,  across  the  last  twist 
of  the  bazaar. 

'  They  took  me  for  the  advance-guard, 
and  that  was  kindly  av  them,"  Dunne 
said.  ''There's  something  wrong  here, 
sorr,  and  the  sooner  ye  get  back  to  the 
palace  the  better.  Bad  luck  to  me  that 
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I  lost  my  self-respect  so  far  as  to  let  ye  out 
at  all !  There's  a  divvle  av  a  row  by  the 
waterside,  and  I  observe  that  our  late 
friends  are  beginning  to  show  their  noses 
again  right  in  the  way  I'm  wanting  to 
take  you.  We'll  make  a  little  detour  if 
you  please,  going  aisy  and  admiring  the 
scenery.  'Tis  an  even  chance  they  don't 
pluck  up  heart  altogether  till  we're  out  av 
this,  and  the  fighting  will  keep,  perhaps, 
till  ye're  where  ye  ought  to  be. — Fix 
soo-ords,  Juarez  !  " 

They  stepped  into  the  middle  gutter, 
and  he  rattled  on. 

"  I  wouldn't  mind  knowing  what  the 
throuble  is,  meself — not  that  it  is  av  much 
account,  if  they  will  let  us  get  back  in 
time  for  the  set-piece. — Savvy,  Juarez  ? 
May  be  plenty  big  fight  see,  gargon. — 
The  worst  av  the  cor-rps  to  which  I  have 
the  honour  to  belong,  sorr,  is,"  he  put  in 
parenthetically  to  Rex,  "  that  it  talks  all 
the  languages  av  Babel.  This  little  fellah 
is  a  Portugee,  as  ye  may  know  from  me 
translating  me  mother-tongue." 
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The  bazaar  was  no  longer  merely  curi- 
ous and  negatively  unfriendly.  Rex  studied 
the  meaning  of  that,  while,  following  the 
Irishman's  example,  he  laid  a  cheerful  in- 
difference over  his  perception.  The  noise 
in  the  adjacent  quarter  was  growing,  and 
he  caught  a  backward  glimpse  of  men,  not 
passive  now,  melting  into  the  byways  to- 
wards it.  He  held  his  head  up  and  put 
his  hands  into  his  pockets  ;  but  he  felt  bit- 
terly conscious  of  his  position,  the  igno- 
minious encumbrance  of  fighting  men,  and 
the  cause  of  a  predicament  that  would 
probably  be  a  grave  one  to  them.  His 
sympathies  had  been  enlisted  for  the 
Kerisalis  ;  Ahmed,  perhaps,  could  give  a 
reason  for  what  was  happening.  A  riot  ? 
Something  like  that,  certainly  ;  rebellion, 
even,  against  injustice.  But  assault  and 
attempted  murder  !  It  did  not  fit  into  his 
British  mind  at  all. 

The  whole  affair,  that  might  have  seemed 
a  storm  in  a  tea-cup  in  a  familiar  place,  was 
lurid,  nerve-straining,  ugly  here.  He 
walked  on  ;  but  his  pulses  danced,  his  ears 
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pricked  to  the  hubbub  that  Jay  just  out 
of  eyeshot,  and  something,  not  born  of  fear, 
but  brought  about  by  sensations  quite  as 
foreign  to  his  experience,  kept  rising  in 
his  throat.  It  was  very  hot,  very  smelly 
and  stuffy.  He  wanted  air,  he  was  sure. 
He  did  not  want  to  be  out  of  it ;  but  he 
wished  very  distinctly  to  know  exactly 
what  was  going  on,  and  to  be  less  helpless, 
less  like  a  puppet  in  the  hands  of  the  show- 
man. 

Dunne  cut  into  these  meditations. 
'  We  will  take  a  short  cut  home  by  the 
long  way  round,"  he  said. — "  Half  right- 
turr-n,  Juarez  !  '' 

They  wheeled  suddenly  into  a  cross-cut 
that  linked  the  main  street  to  a  lesser  alley. 
Rex  saw  the  reason  for  the  manoeuvre  as 
they  turned.  The  bazaar  was  filling  behind 
them  with  a  tangle  of  flitting  figures.  The 
tide  was  well  out  of  the  fish-market  now, 
submerging  restraint  and  order,  sweeping 
waverers  along  into  it  as  it  rose. 

A  sharp,  gibing  cry  pursued  them,  an 
ejaculation  of  someone  breaking  through 
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indecision ;  and  in  the  very  second  of 
their  retreat  they  heard  a  forward  rush,  a 
patter  of  feet,  a  medley  of  voices.  Dunne 
dropped  his  deliberate  saunter  from  him 
like  a  discarded  cloak,  hustled  his  com- 
panions to  their  topmost  speed,  and  jostled 
with  them  towards  the  alley. 

"  Run,  sorr,  before  they  cut  us  off  at 
the  other  end  !  "  he  cried.  "  First  to  the 
left,  and  make  for  the  yellow  house  with 
the  big  green  gates.  Tis  the  prince's, 
and  the  palace  road  turns  out  from  it. 
— Ah,  run  now,  Juarez,  ye  crawling  little 
tortoise,  run !  " 

They  sprinted  forward  ;  but  they  were 
not  quick  enough  for  the  pursuit,  or  else 
it  was  another  body,  with  intentions  equally 
mischievous,  that  swung  athwart  the  mouth 
of  the  entry.  Dunne's  short  cut  was 
blocked.  He  recognised  it  in  his  dash 
at  the  ring  of  rioters,  and  the  rage  with 
which  he  lashed  out  at  their  blockade. 

"  Behind  me,  now  !  "  He  had  emerged, 
parried  the  sweep  of  a  sword,  lunged,  and 
drawn  back  furiously.  "  Ye  would,  would 
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ye,  ye  murdering  ruffians  ?  Ah,  take  that, 
then  !  Take  that !  Ye  think  fit  to  stop 
the  way,  do  ye  ?  Ah,  'tis  not  Thady  Dunne 
will  make  it  easy  for  ye  !  " 

He  cleared  a  space  before  him  by  the 
audacity  of  his  onslaught ;  the  Kerisalis, 
though  they  were  fifty  to  one,  active  as 
cats,  and  armed  with  the  primitive  weapon 
they  knew  so  well  how  to  handle,  fell  back 
before  this  Berserk  rage.  The  big  white 
man  was  must ;  he  was  running  amok. 
Their  Malay  blood  knew  the  meaning  of 
that,  and  had  a  corresponding  respect 
for  it. 

Juarez  was  less  impetuous,  and  so  less 
lucky.  A  stout  man  with  a  club  pushed 
out  as  he  lowered  himself  to  the  charge, 
caught  him  on  forearm  and  shoulder,  and 
hammered  him  on  to  his  knees.  Rex  flung 
across  him,  and  grabbed  the  club,  dragged 
it  out  of  the  man's  grip,  and  laid  about 
him  roundly  with  it  as  the  Portuguese, 
saved  by  his  helmet,  raised  his  head 
and  fumbled  at  his  rifle.  The  hooting  of 
the  mob  was  ear-splitting ;  it  seemed, 
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absurdly,  not  least  among  the  evils  that 
had  beset  them.  Rex  felt  a  blind  rage,  too, 
overmastering  him  ;  he  whirled  his  weapon 
and  thrust  himself  out  of  the  press  of  the 
alley,  and  he  felt  rather  than  saw  Juarez 
scrambling  to  his  feet  again. 

The  thing  was  hopeless,  of  course ; 
but  it  was  not  for  an  angry  Irishman  or  a 
healthy  young  man  of  sanguine  temper  to 
perceive  it.  Dunne  laughed  at  the  height 
of  a  fighting  ecstasy,  and  the  derisive  sound 
spurred  their  assailants  to  renewed  action. 
They  surged  upon  the  trio,  and  for  the 
next  few  minutes  Rex  was  engrossed  with 
the  rough-and-ready  application  of  an  in- 
stinct hitherto  untried.  He  found  himself 
with  a  kris  in  his  hand — he  snatched  it 
from  the  ground  as  a  stunned  rioter  fell, 
dragging  the  club  down  with  him,  and  he 
put  it  to  its  appointed  purpose  instantly, 
and  sent  its  victim  reeling  backwards. 

Was  it  the  undercurrent  of  Asiatic 
blood  in  him,  or  only  the  primeval  savagery 
that  lies,  deeply  overlaid  but  living  still, 
in  the  heart  of  all  men  ?  He  fought 
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blunderingly  enough,  but  with  none  of  the 
timidity  of  the  novice.  He  struck  hard, 
and  more  than  once  he  struck  well  home. 
Dunne,  at  his  elbow,  breathed  hard  as  he 
held  the  enemy  at  bay. 

Juarez's  rifle  went  off  with  a  stupendous 
report  in  their  ears,  and  the  bullet  set  its 
mark  on  somebody,  for  there  was  a  con- 
vulsion in  the  thick  of  the  press,  and  out- 
siders swarmed  forward  through  an  un- 
expected opening.  The  concussion  shook 
Rex,  and  confused  his  wit  for  an  instant ; 
and  in  that  instant  a  Kerisali,  playing  his 
own  game,  stunned  him  with  a  swingeing 
blow. 


CHAPTER 
ELEVEN  . 


CHAPTER    ELEVEN. 

"  OLIVE  !  " 

No,  not  she ;  the  dear  thought  was 
already  receding,  a  dream  among  dreams, 
into  infinite  distance.  Rex  struggled  on 
to  an  elbow,  and  tried  to  conjure  sense  and 
order  into  his  throbbing  head. 

England  and  Olive  ?  Ah,  no,  no  !  This 
was  the  very  antipodes  of  the  Chescote 
garden,  green  with  summer  leaves  and 
rilled  with  an  unutterable  peace.  Yet 
there  was  green  here  ;  shutters — wrong 
again,  reed  blinds — through  which  a  feeble 
light  streamed  into  a  strange  room. 

It  was  his  second  awakening  in  Akasa ; 
but  these  surroundings  were  even  less  familiar 
than  the  first.  He  saw  obscurely,  through 
waves  of  dizziness,  that  he  was  lying  on  a 
pile  of  cushions  on  the  floor  of  some  austere, 
dusky  place.  There  was  matting  under 
his  head,  and  a  stone  courtyard  was  dimly 
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visible  through  an  archway.  The  village 
was  somewhere  very  near,  but  he  did  not 
discover  its  voice  to  be  clamorous  ;  it  was 
no  more  than  a  whisper  in  an  unknown 
tongue  that  he  was  too  languid  to  interpret. 

He  was  more  interested  in  the  tender 
area  under  a  wet  swathe  with  which  his 
skull  had  been  dressed,  and  in  the  specks 
and  globes  of  light  that  hung  between  him 
and  better  vision.  He  sank  back  to  the 
pillows  with  a  groan,  and  lay  waiting  for 
them  to  disperse.  It  was  hot,  and  his 
hands  were  uncomfortably  damp.  He 
tried  to  understand  where  he  was,  and 
how  he  came  there,  but  his  dulled  senses 
did  not  help  him.  Someone  had  been  feel- 
ing his  pulse  and  bathing  his  forehead  as  he 
awoke  ;  but  when  he  became  alive  to  the 
presence  it  was  withdrawn,  leaving  sponge 
and  basin  and  a  silver  cup  of  brandy-and- 
water  behind  it.  He  reached  for  the  cup, 
and  the  stimulant  revived  him. 

So  he  was  not  dead  yet !  He  had  been 
a  rash  fool,  and  had  paid  light  penalty  for 
his  foolishness  ;  he  feared  his  companions 
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had  been  mulcted  in  fuller  measure.  He 
began  to  lift  himself  to  his  feet.  He  to 
lie  there,  when  perhaps  the  other  fellows 
were  at  extremity  !  At  any  pains,  in  spite 
of  a  wildly  heaving  floor,  and  flying  eclipses, 
and  an  excruciating  head-soreness,  he  must 
find  out  where  he  was  and  demand  help 
for  them. 

He  stood  up,  rocking,  steadied  himself 
by  the  wall,  and  began  to  make  for  the 
outside  world,  which  he  conjectured  to  lie 
through  the  courtyard. 

He  progressed  unsteadily,  creeping  by 
the  wall,  and  came,  with  a  slow,  sweat- 
ing advance,  to  the  arch.  He  was  setting 
himself  to  round  it  cautiously,  when 
familiar  voices  struck  upon  his  ear.  He 
pushed  on,  and  came  to  discoveries. 

His  father  was  standing  a  few  yards 
away  from  him,  in  the  short  twilight,  the 
evening  sky  high  overhead,  shadows  and 
half-lights  in  every  cranny  of  the  arcade 
encompassing  him.  Rex  thought  he  saw 
white  figures  whispering  and  huddling 
under  a  far  doorway — attendants  perhaps, 
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watchers ;  he  could  not  be  certain,  and  he 
had  no  leisure  at  the  moment  to  give  them. 
The  principals  engrossed  his  attention  ; 
and  there  they  were,  almost  within  hand's 
touch  if  he  could  have  trusted  himself  away 
from  the  wall :  his  father  with  something 
tense  in  his  arrested  step,  and  Prince 
Ahmed,  quiet  and  strong  as  the  morning 
had  declared  him  to  be,  facing  him. 

"  The  litter  for  him  will  be  here  im- 
mediately. I  thank  you  for  getting 
him  safely  to  the  shelter  of  your  own 
roof."  Did  that  formality  flow  easily  ? 
Rex  thought  not.  '  You  put  an  end  to 
the  riot  by  your  personal  effort,  and 
none  too  soon.  I  hope  I  am  properly 
grateful." 

"  That  is  your  Majesty's  good  pleasure," 
the  Kerisali  said  in  his  soft  English.  "  The 
other  men  are,  I  am  afraid,  not  well  enough 
to  be  moved,  and  my  women  are  taking 
good  care  of  them ;  but  your  son  has 
no  more  than  a  hard  knock  his  years 
can  afford  to  laugh  at.  It  is  a  deeply  re- 
grettable fact  tha,t  he  should  have  been 
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attacked  ;    but  he  should  not  have   been 
where  he  was." 

Rex  saw  the  king's  profile  against  a 
dying  light.  It  was  hard  and  ugly,  the 
lower  lip  out-thrust ;  but  fury,  if  it  were 
there,  was  under  lock  and  key. 

"  Should  not !  You  take  murder  and 
sedition  in  Akasa  as  a  matter  of  course, 
prince.  Is  that  because  you  know  how 
it  is  set  in  motion  ?  " 

Ahmed  gave  a  little  curbed  movement 
of  anger. 

'  Yes,  I  know  how  it  comes,"  he  said 
very  quietly  and  very  distinctly.  "  Not,  as 
you  seem  to  think,  cousin,  by  mischief- 
making  on  my  part  or  any  others,  but  as 
the  natural  outcome  of  wilful  incompetency 
and  neglect.  If  you  have  forgotten  the 
love  the  Kerisalis  bear  to  their  soil,  to- 
day's riot  may  serve  a  good  purpose  in 
reminding  you.  They  would  not  permit 
even  your  Majesty  to  condemn  a  man  for 
protecting  his  fields  from  disturbance  with- 
out making  their  own  protest — in  their 
own  savage  way,  I  grant  you.  And  do  not 
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think  that  when  you  have  punished  them 
for  this  you  have  done  with  the  spirit 
which  gave  rise  to  it.  This  is  not 
a  bow  drawn  at  a  venture.  I  know  all 
the  story  of  the  Tanalao  coalfields,  and  I 
warn  you  that  they  will  never  be  exploited 
for  your  benefit  in  the  way  you  hope  they 
may  be." 

"  Your  spies  bring  you  curious  informa- 
tion, prince.  Do  not  be  too  sure  of  it." 

"  Spies  !  "  Rex  heard  the  man  laugh. 
"  Has  your  Majesty  forgotten  the  old  pro- 
verb that  what  is  whispered  in  the  palace 
cellar  is  straightway  cried  upon  the  city 
housetops  ?  I  assure  you  that  spying  is 
too  strong  a  word.  A  little  intelligence,  a 
little  understanding  of  how  the  winds  blow, 
tell  me  as  much  as  I  want  to  know.  Your 
exalted  light  cannot  be  hidden.  For  in- 
stance, all  Akasa  knows  where  the  Star  of 
the  East  went  to-day,  and  how  many  hours 
she  lay  beside  the  Golden  Eagle  ;  and  the 
accuracy  of  its  conclusion,  drawn  from  that 
knowledge,  might  astound  your  Majesty." 

"  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  being  easily 
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astounded,"  the  king  said,  with  what  Rex 
could  only  regard  as  amazing  self-control,  a 
forbearance  foreign  to  his  nature.  Then  he 
strode  forward,  and  lowered  his  voice,  so 
that  the  listener  could  barely  follow  him. 
His  face  was  indistinguishable  now,  and 
the  dusk  had  advanced  boldly  upon  the 
two  figures. 

"  There  is  a  leakage,  eh,  and  the  fools 
are  furious  at  what  they  know  ?  Tcha  ! 
Let  them  be  if  they  please  ;  they  are  too 
barbarous  to  see  their  own  interests.  They 
will  never  understand  ;  what  is  done  for 
their  good  must  be  done  in  the  face  of  their 
opposition.  Isn't  that  it  ?  They  trust 
you,  and  they  distrust  me,  and  so  far — I 
admit  it,  prince — your  efforts  have  been  to 
keep  the  peace.  I  spoke  inconsiderately 
just  now.  I  know  what  you  have  done. 
Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  co-opera- 
tion would  do  still  more  than  opposition  ?  " 

"  Co-operation  between  you  and  me  ?  " 
Ahmed  said,  with  a  tinge  of  haughti- 
ness in  his  incredulity. 

"  Why  not  ?     Come  ;    I'll  make  you  a 
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present  of  my  intentions  if  your — your  in- 
telligence has  not  swept  them  up  already." 
He  could  not,  it  seemed,  resist  the  gibe,  even 
in  his  eagerness.  "  The  country  is  not 
worth  a  rush  as  it  is,  and  yet  it  has  great 
natural  resources  ;  you'll  admit  that.  The 
development  of  these  resources — narrowing 
it  down,  the  working  of  the  coal-mines — 
must  benefit  the  people  on  whose  ground 
they  are  :  that's  an  economic  truism.  I'm 
willing  to  withdraw  myself  ;  and  a  stronger 
Power,  with  the  necessary  capital,  is  anxious 
to  intervene,  so  that  the  only  obstacle 
is  the  temper  of  the  Kerisalis,  that  you,  in 
great  measure,  control.  Neither  we  nor 
the  other  high  contracting  party  want  dis- 
turbance ;  an  inopportune  dmeute  might 
postpone  our  negotiations,  and  we  do  not 
wish  to  postpone  them.  I  do  not  think, 
if  you  saw  your  way  to  come  in  with  us, 
you  would  find  your  decision  unprofitable. 
These  fellows  are  willing  to  pay  anything 
for  a  coaling-base.  I  tell  you,  the  inter- 
mediary may  dip  both  hands  in  the  Treasury 
bags  if  he  pleases  ;  the  terms  are  liberal 
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enough.  If  you  were  able  to  hold  back 
the  people — to  reassure  them  until  the 
occupation  was  accomplished — the  Golden 
Eagle  and  I  would  agree  to  any  reasonable 
value  you  might  put  upon  your  services." 
'  You  would  pay  me  a  price  for  selling 
my  country  ?  "  His  anger  was  unmistak- 
able now. 

"  You — fool !  "  Jani  Mata  ejaculated 
involuntarily,  and  fell  back  a  little. 

"  You  think  you  can  sell  it — to  them  ? 
You  believe  that  I,  or  any  other  Kerisali, 
will  submit  to  their  brutality,  their  mili- 
tarism, their  stupid  contempt  ?  Is  that 
because  we  have  borne  with  you  for  so 
long  ?  "  Rex  heard  his  voice  tremble  with 
passion.  "  You  have  a  few  drops  of  our 
blood  still  in  your  veins,  remember,  and 
we  are  loyal  enough,  and  long-suffering 
enough,  even  to  bear  with  the  man  you 
have  appointed  to  be  your  deputy,  simply 
because  your  Majesty  has  appointed  him. 
Further  than  that  we  will  not  go  ;  and  we 
will  not  see  an  inch  of  our  country  in  the 
possession  of  these  white  robbers.  We 
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would  rather  see  it  at  the  bottom  of  the 
sea." 

"  Fool !  "  the  king  repeated,  and  the 
word  came  out  of  the  newly  spread  dark- 
ness with  the  sting  of  a  whip-lash. 

"  In  these  things  I  am  certainly  a  fool," 
Prince  Ahmed  said,  without  flinching, 
steadying  himself  again. 

There  was  a  pause.  Mr.  Jenkins  ap- 
peared to  be  brooding  over  the  utterance. 

"  You  are  a  fool,  Ahmed,  because  you 
have  not  the  sense  to  bow  to  the  inevitable' 
and  so  to  teach  these  people,  for  whom  you 
profess  to  feel  so  deeply,  to  bend  to  it  too. 
The  change  is  inevitable  ;  the  coal  has 
settled  it.  Kerisal  will  never  be  permitted 
to  keep  her  independence  now.  The  wise 
way  is  to  make  good  terms  before  our  pro- 
perty is  taken  from  us  without  payment, 
which  will  be  the  next  time  the  forest-folk 
kill  a  missionary  or  the  villagers  pilfer  a 
foreign  trader's  stores.  There  is  just  this 
one  chance  for  the  future  of  the  people  : 
that  if  they  take  the  new  rule  peaceably, 
if  they  busy  themselves  with  the  harvest 
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it  will  bring,  they  can  settle  into  good 
terms  with  the  coming  Government  with- 
out feeling  the  loss  of  their  independence. 
If  they  don't,  the  mailed  fist  will  reduce 
them  to  order ;  and  I  believe  you  will 
regret  its  severity,  prince,  rather  more 
than  I  shall  do." 

"Is  it  too  late  for  your  Majesty, 
then ?  "  the  prince  said,  very  low. 

"  I  ?  "  He  gave  his  harsh  laugh.  "  My 
sentimental  days  died  and  were  buried 
three-and- twenty  years  ago.  I  have  a 
rudimentary  idea  of  a  bargain,  and  a  grain 
of  common  sense  ;  that  is  all.  .  .  .  Well, 
I  have  been  extremely  frank,  and  all  to  no 
purpose.  The  devil  may  take  the  Keri- 
salis  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  and  it  looks 
as  if  you  were  quite  ready  to  give  him  a 
helping  hand.  I  wonder  how  the  boy  is 
doing.  You  knew  him  for  my  son  !  That 
was  unpleasantly  acute  of*  you,  prince  ; 
I  have  prided  myself  upon  making  an 
Englishman  'of  him.  He  has  all  the 
makings  of  an  excellent  Briton,  and 
now  that  he  has  burnt  his  fingers,  his 
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interest  in  Kerisal  will  probably  evapo- 
rate. After  me,  as  you  and  I  know,  the 
deluge  :  no  son  of  mine  will  pollute  his 
white  man's  blood  in  our  mongrel  broth, 
I  think,  or  break  his  heart  because  East 
and  West  don't  mix.  It  looked  as  if  you 
would  have  the  succession  at  one  time  ; 
but  you  might  trust  me  that  it  would  have 
been  worth  less  than  your  existing  private 
property  under  a  great  Power's  protec- 
tion. Let  that  console  you." 

He  wheeled,  laughing  maliciously,  came 
striding  through  the  archway,  and  brushed 
shoulders  with  Rex.  He  drew  back  with 
an  exclamation. 

"  On  your  legs  ?  We  left  you  coming 
to,  and  you  were  not  particularly  quick 
about  it.  How  do  you  feel  ?  This  is  a 
— a  native  gentleman  who  picked  you  out 
of  the  gutter  a  couple  of  hours  ago,  and 
found  you  a  good  deal  the  worse  for  wear. 
Ah,  not  as  steady  as  you  thought !  Then 
we  will  get  back  to  the  palace,  and  put 
you  into  your  own  bed." 

Rex  had,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  meant  to 
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cut  a  passable  figure  ;  but  his  head  played 
the  traitor  to  his  good  intentions.  A 
jumbled  recollection  of  the  colloquy  he 
had  overheard  tumbled  and  rioted  in  his 
brain,  and  he  saw  Ahmed,  his  eyes 
very  grave,  observing  him  by  the  light 
of  a  lamp  which  was  performing  curious 
evolutions  in  the  grasp  of  a  servant.  He 
held  out  his  hand.  He  wanted  to  range 
himself  openly  on  the  side  of  one  brave 
and  honest  man  ;  he  wanted  the  details 
of  his  escape,  and  an  outlet  for  his  grati- 
tude and  sympathy.  All  he  could  say, 
however,  was  :  "  Thank  you,"  and  that, 
so  far  as  his  ears  let  him  know,  might  have 
come  from  any  mouth  rather  than  his 
own.  Looking  back  afterwards,  he  was 
not  sure  that  he  had  got  beyond  the  inten- 
tion of  saying  it. 

His  father,  steadying  him  by  the  arm, 
conveyed  him  across  the  courtyard,  through 
the  leaping  shadows,  and  helped  him  into 
a  palanquin.  A  bayonet  flashed  in  lantern- 
light  ;  ponies'  hoofs  scraped  and  scuffled  ; 
the  odour  of  the  bazaar  came  out  and 
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challenged  him.  He  turned  his  head,  and 
saw  that  they  were  on  the  threshold  of  a 
straggling  yellow  house  with  high  green 
gates  and  oblong  lattices.  A  yellow  house  ? 
It  was  the  one  to  which  Dunne  had  directed 
him.  .  .  .  Where  were  Dunne  and  the 
Portuguese  ?  Somewhere  behind  the  great 
gates,  interned,  at  least,  in  safety.  He 
lay  back,  and — but  it  might  have  been  his 
wandering  fancy — he  thought  the  prince 
drew  back  the  curtains  for  one  brief  in- 
stant, and  nodded  reassurance  and  en- 
couragement to  him.  The  curtain  dropped 
again,  and  a  cruel  jolting  began  the  return 
journey. 

The  dominant  thought  on  the  border- 
land of  insensibility  has  a  persistence  that 
fuller  consciousness  alone  can  forbid  to  it. 
Rex  was  desperately  agitated  by  the  sense 
of  his  shortcomings  and  the  fact  that  he 
had  been  silent  when  he  ought  to  have 
spoken.  He  even  made  an  effort  to  get 
out  of  the  litter,  with  a  confused  notion  of 
going  back  and  putting  things  straight. 
That  failed,  because  he  was  horribly  sick 
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again,  and  dizzy  ;  but  he  tugged  the  hang- 
ings apart,  and  stared  at  the  roadway, 
determined  to  imprint  it  on  his  memory. 
He  was  quite  sure  he  would  want  to  re- 
turn, as  soon  as  his  legs  would  carry  him, 
to  the  yellow  house  and  its  master.  He 
counted  the  turnings ;  he  hammered  a 
shop  with  a  double  balcony  hard  into  his 
mind ;  he  forced  his  wandering  wits  to 
note  where  the  street  met  the  palisade, 
and  how  the  tufted  bamboos  nodded 
over  it. 

So  it  came  about  that  he  was  brought 
back,  and  the  things  that  would  have  most 
impressed  his  sanity — the  lull  after  furious 
storm,  the  rapid  quelling  of  the  riot,  the 
emptiness  of  Akasa — passed  away  mean- 
ingless. So,  too,  the  apparition  of  Mr. 
Jenkins  in  the  stronghold  of  the  enemy, 
and  all  the  whirling  significance  of  that 
overheard  debate. 

It  lay  in  the  back  of  his  head,  to- 
gether with  the  riddle  of  his  rescue, 
and  one  thing  with  it,  of  a  vastly 
human  importance.  His  father  had  not 
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uttered  one  word  of  condemnation  or 
harshness  to  his  face.  He  had  come  him- 
self to  take  him  away.  What  that  meant, 
and  how  it  proffered  the  key  to  a  dark 
and  close-kept  chamber,  Rex,  in  a  weak 
delirium,  could  not  be  expected  to  know ; 
if  he  had,  it  might  have  made  the  tangle  of 
following  days  possible  to  unravel.  But  he 
did  not  know  it,  and  he  was  carried  in,  past 
the  uncovered  Maxim,  up  the  verandah 
steps,  and  laid  on  a  bed  that  he  was  not 
to  leave  for  the  next  ten  days,  during  which 
time  the  Golden  Eagle  hung  upon  the  horizon, 
and  the  little  Star,  with  a  busy  Spencer  on 
board,  steamed  backwards  and  forwards 
between  open  sea  and  harbour. 

Akasa  was  quiet — quieter  than  seemed 
natural  even  in  a  place  that  could  see  the 
ringleaders  of  a  recent  riot  dangling  on  a 
wharf-side  gallows.  And  Mr.  Jenkins  was 
detached  again,  and,  when  he  came  to 
see  his  son,  would  look  at  nothing  but 
European  fleshpots  out  of  his  dusty  man- 
of-the- world's  window. 


CHAPTER 
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"  Is  that  you,  Buck  ?     Come  in." 

The  other  sentry  was  descending  the 
verandah  steps  into  a  flood  of  moonlight. 
Buck,  his  face  wearing  an  expression  of 
respectful  concern,  stepped  to  the  door  of 
the  bedroom,  leaned  his  rifle  against  the 
jamb,  pulled  off  his  cap,  and  entered.  Rex 
was  lying  in  a  long  cane  chair,  a  silk  rug 
over  his  knees,  and  a  lamp  on  a  table  beside 
him.  His  servant  was  carrying  an  empty 
tray  away  ;  and  the  room  had  been  swept 
and  tidied  for  the  night. 

"I'm  better,  thanks,"  Rex  said,  cheer- 
fully, answering  the  unspoken  question. 
11 1  say,  what  a  gorgeous  night  !  Roll  up 
the  chick,  will  you,  and  let  me  see  ?  How 
are  Dunne  and  Juarez  ?  " 

The   soldier    obeyed    as   he    answered. 

The  enclosure  was  decked  out  in  silver, 
191 
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the  scarlet  shrubs  and  plantains  trans- 
formed into  a  growth  of  paradise,  the 
thatch  of  a  distant  bungalow  into  a  filmy 
mystery.  Akasa  was  extraordinarily  quiet. 
The  stars  were  wheeling  to  midnight ;  and 
the  enclosure  was  winking  back  to  them 
with  the  yellow  pin-prick  of  lights,  and 
murmuring  in  an  undertone  not  smothered 
by  the  note  of  the  village. 

"  The  corporal's  doing  well.  Juarez 
went  back  to  duty  this  morning.  It  takes 
more  than  hard  knocks  to  do  for  our  fel- 
lows, sir  ;  because  we've  all  been  born  to 
trouble,  as  you  may  say,  and  it  comes 
natural-like."  He  grinned. 

The  two  young  men  observed  each  other 
for  a  moment.  They  had  come  to  look 
forward  to  this  nightly  encounter,  Rex  as 
a  relief  to  the  monotony  of  his  convales- 
cence, and  as  something  more.  Buck  had 
become  a  familiar  object,  almost  a  friend  ; 
certainly  an  individual  whose  face-value 
might  be  relied  on,  plain  and  easy  to  com- 
prehend as  his  sturdy  Cockney  tongue. 
He  had  been  helpful,  too,  more  than  a  few 
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times  during  the  past  fortnight,  while  the 
new-comer  paid  for  the  rashness  of  his 
first  exploration  in  Akasa  by  fever  and 
tossing  and  a  sick  sense  of  his  own  im- 
potency.  He  was,  as  he  said,  better  now  ; 
but  he  was  still  tied  by  the  leg  to  his  bung- 
alow, while  events — crises  possibly — 
marched  by  beyond  it.  Their  eyes  moved 
on  to  the  splendour  of  the  night. 

"  It  might  be  the  Garden  of  Eden — 
eh  ?  "  Rex  said,  drawing  a  long  breath. 
'  Who  would  think  it  was  really  a  dirty, 
uncared-for  hole,  all  in  a  ferment  of  dis- 
cords ?  "  He  spoke  half-aloud,  to  him- 
self. "  But  perhaps  it  has  simmered  down 
while  I  have  been  in  bed." 

He  propped  his  head  with  his  hand  and 
looked  out  rather  anxiously.  He  had  had 
no  news,  had  been  permitted  none,  of  the 
progress  of  the  king's  negotiations.  The 
riot  had  been  quelled  ;  and  Spencer,  in  a 
few  flying  visits,  had  had  pouches  under 
his  eyes,  and  an  inability  to  sit  still  in  an 
easy-chair,  which  was — as  Nature  had  so 
palpably  designed  him  for  easy-chairs— 
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a  sign  of  the  times.  The  days  had  been 
very  long — longer  than  ever  when  health 
began  to  stir  through  Rex  again.  That 
all  Kerisal  slept  in  the  interval  was  scarcely 
credible  ;  and  yet  it  was  the  impression  the 
fat  man  and  his  father,  if  they  could  have 
been  accused  of  trying  to  impress  him  at 
all,  might  have  been  suspected  of  attempt- 
ing to  convey. 

"  That  foreign  warship "  Buck  be- 
gan, striking  across  his  thoughts. 

The  convalescent  looked  up. 

"  What  ship  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it's  news  to  you,  sir  ?  I'm  glad 
it's  news."  He  was  openly  pleased  to 
have  brought  a  tit-bit  of  gossip  to  a  weary 
soul ;  he  stood  clumsily  in  the  doorway, 
hands  at  sides,  and  began  to  retail  it. 
"  That's  what  the  Star  went  out  to  speak 

to,  sir,  that  unfort'nate  day  you . 

Yessir.  As  I  was  saying,  yes.  She's  been 
lying  about  two  miles  out  since  sunset, 
and  a  boat-load  of  her  officers  came  ashore 
to  dinner  with  them."  His  nod  towards 
the  thatches  indicated  the  powers  of  the 
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land.  "  She  was  off  here  about  a  week  ago, 
they  tell  me  ;  and  Mr.  Spencer  paid  'em 
a  midnight  call  in  his  gig.  It  was  meant 
to  be  confidential,  I  dare  say  ;  but  he's 
got  a  crew,  and  a  coxs'n,  and  the  coxs'n, 
being  piebald,  talked  to  us  ;  and  I  make 
no  manner  of  doubt  the  crew,  being  one 
colour,  talked  to  its  coloured  friends.  Any- 
how, it's  open  talk  ;  the  town  was  ugly 
after  it,  and  this  time — this  time  I'll  lay 
my  oath  there'll  be  bigger  trouble  unless  it's 
passed  round  she's  slung  her  hook  for  good 
in  the  morning." 

He  stopped  for  breath,  not  without 
complacence.  He  could  see  that  his  in- 
formation was  news  indeed  by  the  altered 
posture,  the  sudden  eagerness,  of  its  reci- 
pient. 

"  Eh  ?  Say  that  again,"  Rex  said, 
clutching  the  arm  of  the  chair ;  and 
Buck  repeated  it,  with  additions. 

'  They  was  here  before  you  came,  sir — 
a  month  ago,  it  may  be — and  two  of  'em 
went  out  to  Tanalao  with  the  lieutenant 
and  a  gentleman  from  Bengal  that  came 
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and  went  in  a  hurry.  Before  the  villagers 
attacked  us,  that  was  ;  though  a  pal  of 
mine  that  was  in  the  escort  said  they 
looked  nasty  then  —  ve-ry  nasty  —  and 
the  foreign  officer  gentlemen,  they  re- 
marked urjon  it.  They  did  say  they  were 
told  that  Prince  Ahmed  it  was  that 
caused  all  the  ill-feeling,  and  one  of  the 
foreigners  wanted  to  know  why  we  couldn't 
settle  him.  Things  ain't  done  so  easy. 
.  .  .  'Course,  there's  this  much  in  it, 
that  he  holds  with  the  anti-foreign  fac- 
tion ;  and  that,  if  you  come  to  it,  is  just 
all  Kerisal  outside  those  here  gates." 

Rex's  fingers  beat  a  nervous  tattoo  on 
the  chair. 

"  Are  the  foreign  officers  still  here  ?  " 
he  queried. 

"  No,  sir  ;  they  went  off  from  the  king's 
jetty,  the  tide  being  favourable,  about  an 
hour  ago." 

"  Did  you  see  them  ?  " 

"  Me,  sir  ?  Oh,  yessir.  We  turned  out 
o'  barracks  as  they  went  down,  barracks 
being  alongside  the  jetty  almost.  Oldish 


THE    KING    OF    KERISAL.      197 

gentleman,  very  gold-lacy,  and  a  couple 
of  younger  ones.  Oh,  /  know  'em,"  Buck 
said,  nodding  knowingly.  "  Seen  'em  be- 
fore ;  not  here,  though.  Bad-tempered 
lot,  I  call  'em.  Swallowed  the  ramrod  in 
their  own  country  ;  and  they  can't  spit  it 
up  again — if  you  will  excuse  my  language, 
sir.  I  wonder  what  they  want  here.  You 
don't  tell  me  a  foreigner  would  come  to  this 
forsaken  country  if  he  hadn't  something 
up  his  sleeve.  Besides,  it's  ticklish  naviga- 
tion round  Logo  for  a  thumping  big 
man-o'-war  ;  and  they  seem  to  prefer  to 
take  it  at  night-time,  which  is  more  than 
you'd  persuade  Mr.  Captain  Fernandez  to 
do." 

Rex  hardly  heard  the  end  of  this  dis- 
course. His  head  was  in  a  whirl  of  re- 
awakened doubts  and  agitation,  and  he 
was  not  yet  strong  enough  to  bear  their 
stress  without  feeling  it.  All  his  fevered 
forebodings,  that  he  had  tried  to  smile  at 
in  returning  health,  had  started  to  life, 
full-armed  and  menacing,  again.  There 
had  been  no  break  in  the  chain  since  the 
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night  he  stood,  dazed  and  wounded,  and 
heard  Jani  Mata's  proposal  thrown  back 
at  him.  They  had  not  rested  there,  Spencer 
and  the  king.  Now  that  he  saw  clearly, 
he  knew  how  childish  had  been  his  hope 
that  Prince  Ahmed's  warning  should  bear 
fruit.  His  father  was  not  the  man  to  turn 
aside  for  a  word,  however  keen  and  search- 
ing. And  this  meant — what  ?  He  saw 
the  face  by  the  dike,  the  bright  angry  eyes, 
the  man's  force  and  determination,  with  a 
startling  distinctness. 

He  rose  from  his  chair,  and  the  rug 
dropped  at  his  feet.  He  made  a  step  to 
the  door. 

"I'm  better,  you  know,"  he  repeated, 
"  much  better.  I  say,  Buck,  do  you  think 
the  king  is  over  there  ?  I — I  rather  want 
to  see  him." 

Buck  gazed  at  him  with  the  stupor  of 
bewilderment  for  an  instant.  Then  he 
came  back  to  his  professional  attitude  with 
a  snap  ;  he  had  forgotten  there  were 
duties,  and  here  was  the  chief  of  them 
to  bounce  him  into  his  proper  place.  He 
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stepped  backward,  replaced  his  cap,  and 
shouldered  his  rifle. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  I've  orders  you're 
not  to  leave  your  house,  'cept  when  the 
king  gives  leave.  You've  got  to  be  kept 
quiet,  Mr.  Spencer  says,  and  on  no  account 
allowed  walking  exercise." 

"  When  did  Mr.  Spencer  say  that  ?  " 

"  Repeated  it,  sir,  on  leaving  you  this 
morning." 

"  Oh,  but  " — in  spite  of  his  indignation, 
Rex  laughed — "  he  only  meant  if  I  did  not 
feel  strong  enough,  you  conscientious  soul ! 
You  mustn't  treat  me  as  if  I  were  under 
arrest,  you  know.  As  it  happens,  there  is 
something  urgent  I  must  say  to  the  king. 
You  must  let  me  pass,  please." 

They  were  both  flushed,  and  they  faced 
each  other. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  Peter  Buck  said 
thickly,  and  lowered  his  rifle  until  it 
barred  the  door  from  side  to  side. 

"  Don't  be  an  ass,"  Rex  said,  trying  to 
smile. 

"  No,  sir,"  Buck  said,  without  budging. 
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He  made  a  sturdy  barrier,  and  though  his 
face  was  very  hot,  and  not  a  little 
sheepish,  he  showed  no  sign  of  flinch- 
ing. 

"  I'm  afraid  you  are  one,  you  know," 
Rex  said  ;  "  but  you  mean  well,  and  so 
there  is  an  end  of  the  matter.  You 
had  better  go  back  to  your  sentry- 

go." 

He  dropped  the  curtain  and  left  the 
soldier  outside  it,  stupidly  staring  through 
the  reeds  at  the  lighted  room,  a  very  sub- 
stantial Peri  at  the  gate  of  Paradise. 

Rex  returned  to  his  chair  and  threw 
his  head  back  and  lay  thinking,  his  nerves 
on  the  rack.  A  mental  thirst  for  cool,  sane 
backwaters  oppressed  him ;  longing  for 
the  peace  of  Chescote,  and  the  easy  path 
which,  with  Olive  in  it,  was  so  amply  the 
grateful  one.  A  weakness  assailed  him, 
drawing  with  it  the  craving  for  the  girl 
he  loved.  Perhaps  it  was  all  over,  Keri- 
sal  and  its  handful  of  irreconcilables  bought 
and  sold,  and  he  was  free  to  go  home  and 
make  what  terms  he  could  for  himself  with 
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those  dear  people  who  were  his  natural 
associates,  his  own  kind,  his  friends,  even 
if  they  were  his  judges  too. 

Presently  he  stood  up  and  shook  him- 
self together.  Buck's  steady  tramp  echoed 
over  the  boards.  He  turned  down  the 
lamp,  and  went  to  the  seaward  verandah 
and  looked  out. 

The  man-of-war  was  just  in  sight,  a 
speck  on  the  silver  waters  away  beyond 
the  hook  of  the  shore,  apart  from  the  little 
Star,  as  the  Star  in  her  turn  lay  aloof  from 
the  fishing-boats.  While  Rex  looked — he 
could  not  have  told  how  long  he  stood  there, 
for  the  busy  thoughts  were  tumbling  over 
and  over  each  other  in  his  mind — she 
stirred  and  began  to  draw  slowly  out  to 
sea,  trailing  through  the  silver  in  her 
deliberate  strength,  with,  to  the  onlooker, 
her  duplicity  made  plain. 

She  did  not  want  the  passers-by  on  the 
high  seas,  least  of  all  the  ubiquitous  British 
ships,  to  know  with  whom  she  coquetted 
o'  nights,  or  how  she  played  the  go- 
between  ;  she  was  stealing  away  now,  a 
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furtive  business  done,  to  the  cable  that 
tied  her  to  her  master. 

The  water  was  very  still,  rippling  im- 
perceptibly on  the  sand.  Akasa  looked 
like  a  fairy  town  ;  it  was  hard  to  recollect 
what  dangled  at  the  wharf-side,  or  what 
hatred  hid  itself  under  the  hypnotic  silence 
of  the  night.  The  very  air,  tropical  and 
languid,  lulled  the  senses.  Rex  shook  its 
caresses  from  him  with  a  little  shiver,  as 
if  its  softness  repelled  him. 

The  time  had  come  for  him  to  make  his 
own  appeal,  useless  in  all  likelihood,  per- 
haps worse  than  useless,  but  one  that  his 
conscience  called  for.  He  knew  the  well- 
spring  of  the  flood  that  threatened  the  Keri- 
salis,  and  it  was  not  only  avarice  and  cold- 
ness of  heart,  it  was  the  bitter  antagonism 
that  he  had  seen  and  understood.  If 
he  went  to  his  father,  and  appealed 
to  him  in  his  mother's  name,  appealed  to 
him  for  her  sake  who,  as  he  had  himself 
said,  had  never  wished  harm  to  a  living 
soul,  Rex  had  a  faint  hope  that  he 
might  be  heard.  He  had  other  arguments  : 
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those  that  Ahmed,  in  his  white-heat, 
had  poured  out  to  him  at  the  dike-side  ; 
but  Jani  Mata  had  had  them  from  the 
fountain-head.  He  knew  nothing  of  his 
mother  but  what  he  had  heard — which  was 
little  enough ;  and  the  impulse  towards 
restitution,  towards  grace,  so  strong  in 
him,  was  surely  only  because  he  was  her 
son.  He  must  be  heard,  if  there  were 
still  time  for  speaking.  It  was  a  midnight 
resolution,  not  to  be  kept  for  the  cold  eye 
of  daylight ;  and  perhaps  he  was,  in  his 
heart  of  hearts,  conscious  of  its  futility, 
but  at  the  moment  it  burned  in  him. 

He  waited  until  Buck's  footfall  was 
distant,  then  he  slipped  out  to  the  sea- 
ward verandah,  stole  down  the  steps,  and 
crept  to  the  cover  of  some  shrubs.  Once 
there  he  moved  quickly,  bending  and  duck- 
ing ;  the  lights  of  the  middle  Palace  were 
still  burning,  and  they  became"  his  beacon. 
Some  pariahs  scavenging  by  the  shore  began 
to  quarrel  over  a  piece  of  offal.  Their 
worry  covered  up  lesser  sounds,  which 
was  why,  as  he  skirted  a  thick,  square 
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patch  of  pampas,  he  plumped  upon  the 
king  and  Spencer,  their  backs  to  him,  tak- 
ing their  last  cheroots  in  the  open  air.  They 
were  reclining  in  a  couple  of  steamer  chairs  ; 
and  the  fat  man  was  in  his  shirt-sleeves, 
his  knees  wide  apart,  his  feet  dangling  as 
he  lit,  and  puffed,  and  tossed  his  nephew 
the  matches. 

Eavesdropping,  it  may  be  postulated, 
can  become  as  much  a  matter  of  course  as 
eating  and  drinking.  Rex  had  no  inten- 
tion of  hiding  himself  from  them — his 
caution  had  all  been  for  the  over-zealous 
Buck  ;  but  the  yelps  of  the  dogs  and  the 
preoccupation  of  the  two  men  snatched 
him  out  of  discovery.  He  hesitated  when 
he  saw  Spencer  ;  but  that  was  natural, 
considering  the  intimate  appeal  at  his 
heart.  By  the  time  he  had  recovered, 
Spencer  was  resuming  an  interrupted  con- 
versation, and  his  first  words  stiffened  the 
boy  and  kept  him  rigid. 

"  I  guess,  if  Mr.  Ahmed's  removal  is 
part  of  the  game,  he  has  got  to  be  re- 
moved. They  don't  want  the  fat  in  the 
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fire  on  their  very  first  day  of  occupation  ; 
it  would  point  the  thing  to  the  British  if 
they  came  nosing  after  whys  and  where- 
fores, wouldn't  it  ?  This  is  a  whole-souled 
surrender  of  independence  by  a  mild  and 
protection-loving  nation,  and  the  philan- 
thropy of  it  is  going  to  knock  spots  off  the 
rest  of  the  world.  The  prince  has  threat- 
ened to  make  trouble,  and  he  isn't  going 
to  be  here  to  make  it ;  there  it  is.  When 
they're  fairly  in,  it'll  be  time  for  coaling- 
stations  and  strategic  bases  to  crop  up. 
I  see  their  point,  blame  me  if  I  don't !  And 
your  squeamishness  is  a  little  too  fine  for 
me.  Besides,  you've  put  your  pen  to  the 
deed  ;  it's  signed  and  all,  and  this  little 
private  understanding  goes  with  it.  Keri- 
sal  ain't  yours  any  more  ;  you're  nothing 
but  a  retired  gentleman  of  means  taking 
a  benevolent  interest  in  local  politics." 

"  They  ought  to  do  their  own  dirty 
work,"  Mr.  Jenkins  said.  He  made  a  ring 
of  smoke,  and  watched  it  float  away. 

"  They'll  have  enough,"  the  fat  man 
said,  and  he  chuckled ;  and  Rex,  craning 
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forward,  saw  a  spasm  of  ferocity  cross  his 
father's  face.  "  They  aren't  going  to  kill 
the  Kerisalis  with  kindness,  Jani ;  it  is  not 
their  way,  and  we  know  the  kind  of  vermin 
they  have  got  to  deal  with  better 'n  they 
know  it  themselves.  It's  done,  too  ;  and 
if  the  prince  is  fool  enough  to  respond  to 
your  invitation  to  be  here  at  dawn  to 
parley  over  urgent  affairs  respecting  the 
country,  are  we  to  blame  ?  He  walks  into 
our  hands,  and  he  don't  come  out.  The  row 
afterwards  is  none  of  our  business.  No 
questions  are  likely  to  be  asked.  They 
are  mighty  careful  to  shut  the  other  eye, 
and  when  the  racket  follows  we  shall  be  well 
on  our  way  to  peaceful  shores,  and  they 
will  be  stiffened  by  a  squadron  at  anchor 
under  Logo." 

"  They  haven't  asked  for  murder." 
"  No,  they  haven't.  What  an  ugly  word, 
Jani !  Call  it  translation,  and  don't  speak 
so  free.  Well !  I  don't  follow  you — I  don't, 
indeed.  You  made  for  that ;  you  worked 
for  it ;  and  now  it's  done — word  sent  to 
him  and  all  fixed — you  turn  dog  on  it." 
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"  You  don't  grasp  the  point  of  my  ob- 
jection," Mr.  Jenkins  said  peevishly.  "  It 
is  myself  I  am  quarrelling  with,  and  I  dare 
say,  as  you  say,  that  is  too  fine  for  you.  I 
hate — exuberance,  that  is  all ;  that's  my 
foible,  and  I  have  been  exuberant  all  my 
life,  because  I'm  an  Asiatic.  It  would  have 
been  easy  to  gull  them,  and  let  them  take 
over  that  firebrand  with  all  the  rest ;  but 
I — I  wanted — I  couldn't  give  up  without 
getting  my  knife  into  him.  You're  a 
Yankee,  and  you  can't  see  why.  Paid 
murder !  Pah !  I  haven't  the  least  in- 
tention of  '  turning  dog '  on  the  extinc- 
tion of  Ahmed,  uncle.  If  I  had  lived  in 
Kerisal  he  would  have  been  dead  long 
ago,  for  I  am  not  as  easy-going  as  you 
are,  and  I  am  satisfied  to  be  the  instru- 
ment of  execution.  And  yet — this  cursed 
Eastern  taint !  I  have  spent  a  quarter  of 
a  century  trying  to  wash  it  out  of  my 
mouth  and  swallow  Europe  in  a  gulp,  and 
here  it  is  as  strong  as  ever.  I  have  gone 
back,  day  by  day,  under  the  influence  of 
this  place,  to  the  Kerisali  that  is  in  me. 
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Intrigue  and  treachery  were  my  birthright ; 
and  I  don't  forgive — and  never  shall." 

"  You're  an  awful  crank,"  Spencer 
mused.  "  Gone  back  !  That's  fool  talk  ; 
'pears  to  me  the  original  Jani  never  changed 
his  spots  in  Europe.  D'you  think  7  like 
— translation  ?  I  don't ;  but  if  you  make 
an  omelette  you  mustn't  mind  breaking  the 
eggs — which  is  what  a  bigger  rascal  than 
you  or  I  said  a  good  few  years  ago." 

The  king  turned  in  his  chair.  As  he 
moved,  with  the  irritable  shrug  his  son 
knew  so  well,  Rex  stooped,  convinced  that 
the  thumping  of  his  heart  was  growing 
audible,  and  shot  into  deeper  hiding.  He 
stumbled  there  in  the  sand,  but  he  was  not 
hurt ;  he  went,  head  bent,  through  another 
thirty  yards  of  shadows,  and  he  came  out 
safe  beyond  the  bungalow.  If  he  had 
applied  a  greater  caution  he  would  have 
been  less  likely  to  succeed  :  his  reckless- 
ness, his  agitation,  carried  him  away. 

There  were  scalding,  shameful  tears  in 
his  eyes  when  he  stopped  to  collect  himself. 
.He  felt  nausea,  he  was,  dizzy,  and  his  whole 
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soul,  fretting  the  weakened  body,  was  in 
an  active  revolt  that  would  hardly  permit 
him  reasonable  thought.  All  he  knew  in 
the  first  spasm  of  loathing  was  that  it 
was  too  late  to  save  the  independence  of 
Kerisal,  and  that  there  could  be  no  hope 
of  wringing  restitution  from  those  who 
planned  infamy  as  these  two  men,  his 
own  kindred,  had  laid  and  planned  it. 

For  all  that,  Ahmed  had  to  be 
warned.  His  figure  loomed  in  the  boy's 
eyes,  the  fire  in  his  face,  his  honour, 
his  devotion  to  his  squalid  birthplace. 
Somebody  stirred  on  the  verandah  of  the 
Middle  Palace,  and  Rex  divided  the  bam- 
boos and  let  them  swallow  him  up.  He 
leaned  against  the  wall  and  trembled, 
feebleness  hurrying  at  the  heels  of  his 
anger.  Then  he  drew  himself  together. 
He  had  to  do  that  which  was  to  be  done. 
He  threw  the  tremor  of  convalescence 
behind  him. 

Peter  Buck,  the  guide  and  instructor  of 
innocence,  had  winked  once,  and  shown  him 
a  clearing  in  the  bamboo  hedge  through 
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which  choice  spirits  of  the  Legion  took 
short  cuts  to  a  certain  waterside  drinking- 
den.  It  went  by  a  loose  board,  an  iron 
peg  or  two  in  the  great  palisade,  and  it 
was  cunningly  hidden  by  the  interlac- 
ing trees.  Rex,  rustling  and  creeping 
out  of  the  moonshine,  did  not  take 
long  to  find  it,  and  he  went  up  and  over, 
heart  in  mouth. 

If  they  had  heard  him !  But  they 
had  not ;  and  the  road  ran  higher  on 
the  other  side,  and  he  came  down  scath- 
less  upon  a  heap  of  garbage.  He  picked 
himself  up  and  went  empty-handed,  greeted 
by  the  sour,  sensuous  smell  of  the  village, 
repeating  the  learning  he  had  stored  in 
mind  between  the  jolts  of  the  palanquin 
a  fortnight  before. 

The  moonlight  glared  at  him  ;  his  foot- 
fall rapped  and  echoed.  The  byway  kept 
a  reticence,  and  here  it  was  deeply  in- 
different ;  he  looked  up  and  down  it, 
and  not  a  shadow  started  to  life.  He 
gathered  his  determination  and  his  energy, 
and  he  set  to  work  to  hunt  out  the  yellow 
house  with  the  green  shutters. 


CHAPTER . 
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A  FIGURE  stood  in  the  moonlight,  beating 
upon  a  stubborn  door  and  raising  echoes 
out  of  a  profoundly  empty  quarter. 

Rex  had  given  over  caution,  had  done 
with  tiptoeing,  had  come  to  desperation. 
Akasa,  once  before  so  curious,  was  deaf  and 
blind,  not  to  be  roused  even  by  the  madness 
of  a  white  man  wandering  into  it  with  empty 
hands.  There  was  something  portentous 
in  its  stupor,  if  he  had  noticed  it  ;  but 
he  was  beside  himself,  engrossed  upon 
the  attempt  to  warn  a  threatened  man, 
and  he  had  lost  sight  of  normal  considera- 
tions. What  pierced  him  was  not  the 
risk  he  ran,  or  the  strangeness  of  this 
night  beyond  other  nights,  but  the  terror 
that,  after  all  his  effort,  he  would  be  left 
there  while  Prince  Ahmed  went  by  other 

ways  to  his  death.     He  was  probably  a 
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little  light-headed ;  but  it  was  less  a 
bodily  than  a  mental  fever  that  consumed 
him. 

At  the  end  of  five  minutes  a  sound 
replied.  He  looked  up  at  the  high 
front  of  the  yellow  house,  and  saw  a  head 
sticking  out  between  the  shutters.  He 
called,  and  it  vanished  ;  and  he  stood  still, 
draping  himself  in  the  rags  of  his  patience. 

Another  minute  passed,  and  then  the 
great  gate  opened  upon  the  Kerisali  leader 
in  person.  He  held  up  his  hand,  and  a  tem- 
perate side-wind  seemed  to  blow  upon 
Rex's  heat.  He  was  sobered ;  he  was 
dumb ;  and  he  followed  a  sign,  and  came 
out  of  the  street  peaceably,  as  if  he  had 
been  bidden  to  strip  off  his  impetuosity 
and  leave  it  somewhere  in  the  roadway. 

Inside  were  the  deep  arches  filled  with 
the  night,  a  pony  trailing  its  bridle  in  and 
out  of  the  moon-streaked  courtyard,  and 
the  glint  of  the  native  lamp,  boat-shaped, 
the  wick  floating  in  oil,  where  it  had  been 
set  down  upon  the  stones.  Ahmed  picked 
it  up,  and  the  young  man  followed  ;  and 
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they  went  together  to  a  big,  glimmer- 
ing room,  that  was,  if  not  the  scene  of 
Rex's  return  to  his  senses,  the  very  coun- 
terpart of  it. 

The  prince  stopped  there,  held  the 
lamp  high,  and  examined  him ;  and  Rex 
saw  that  he  was  armed  and  fully  dressed, 
and  that  his  face  was  grave  to  sternness, 
with  all  the  dare-devilry  discarded. 

"  What  is  it,  my  friend  ?  "  he  said,  set- 
ting the  lamp  upon  a  niche  in  the  wall. 

Rex  discovered  that  his  hands  and 
knees  were  trembling  again.  The  un- 
natural silence  began  to  impress  him  for 
the  first  time  here  ;  it  heightened  the  sig- 
nificance of  the  encounter ;  they  might 
have  been  two  live  men  in  a  place  of  the 
dead.  A  chill  pinched  him.  It  was  in- 
credible that  they  were  the  only  people 
awake ;  something  must  be  happening, 
outside  his  knowledge,  to  account  for  this 
midnight  composure.  He  had  been  here 
before,  and  had  awakened  to  the  humming 
of  the  bazaar.  To-night  there  was  not 
a  whisper  ;  and  instinctively  —  because 
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silence  suggests  many  ears — he  lowered  his 
voice. 

'  Yes,  I'm  your  friend — I  want  to  prove 
it.  You're  in  danger  ;  there's  a  plot  to 
— to  kill  you,  I  believe.  Don't  go  to  the 
palaces  at  dawn.  Stay  away  :  it  is  nothing 
but  a  trap." 

He  felt  the  quick  eyes  cover  him. 

"  Thank  you,"  Ahmed  said  after  a 
pause.  His  mouth  smiled ;  he  put  a 
hand  out  to  the  young  man's  shoulder. 
"  Do  you  know  you  are  rash,  and  ex- 
traordinarily trusting  ?  You  have  come 
to  tell  me  that — here  ;  and  it  is  only  a 
week  or  two  since  you  were  nearly  bat- 
tered to  pieces  at  my  door.  Did  you  not 
consider  that  you  were  at  least  as  likely 
to  be  killed  as  I  ?  " 

"I— I  don't  think  I  did,"  Rex  said. 
He  looked  round,  spied  dimly  a  divan,  and 
sank  on  to  it.  "I  have  been  ill,  you  know, 
and  my  head  is  still  queer.  Very  likely 
I  wouldn't  have  done  it  if  I  had  been  what 
I  was  before.  Things  change,  though ; 
one  changes  too.  And  it  is  true,  if  I 
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understood  the  meaning  of  what  I 
heard." 

"  It  is  probable,"  the  prince  said  reflec- 
tively. "  I  should  have  gone,  but  not  for 
the  purpose  they  proposed.  I  know  the 
hollow  pretence  of  it  too  well.  The  con- 
vention is  already  signed  and  sealed,  and 
we  are  at  this  moment — theirs  no  longer." 
He  caught  Rex's  startled  look.  "  Did  you 
know  that  ?  You  did  ?  The  ink  was 
hardly  dry,  three  hours  ago,  before  I  heard 
it ;  so  it  is  where  the  people  are  all  of 
one  mind,  and  the  king  stands  by  him- 
self. They  could  not  bear  to  leave  me  to 
Kerisal  ?  Well,  I  am  warned  ;  and  not 
even  that  could  have  saved  them." 

"  Save  them  ?  "  Rex  pulled  himself 
to  his  feet  again.  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  ' 

"  Do  you  remember  that  I  told  you 
how  the  Kerisali  people  preferred  ruin  to 
the  loss  of  their  independence  ?  They  are, 
I  believe,  on  the  verge  of  that  ruin ;  per- 
haps they  have  crossed  to  it  while  I  speak. 
These  coalfields,  that  other  people  have 
bought  with  such  eagerness,  are  passing 
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out  of  their  reach — will  have  gone  beyond 
recovery,  I  trust,  by  the  daybreak." 

'  The  coalfields  ?     How  could  they 

But  that  means  the  ricefields,  and  the  vil- 
lages over  them  !  "  Rex  said,  aghast.  "  I 
— no,  I  don't  understand  you.  .  .  .It's 
all  so  still  here,  isn't  it  ?  Tell  me." 

The  prince  braced  him  with  a  look. 

"  You  shall  know — now,"  he  said. 
"  Jani  Mata  would  have  heard  it  from  my 
mouth  at  dawn  ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  would 
have  had  his  opportunity  for  murder  after 
all.  Come  !  Perhaps  you  and  I  will  re- 
turn to  the  palaces  together.  My  place 
at  this  hour  is  on  the  roof-top." 

He  took  up  the  lamp  again,  and  Rex 
followed  him.  His  weakness  hindered  him 
upon  a  steep,  dark  stairway  climb,  and 
Ahmed  did  not  slacken  pace  for  a  cripple. 

They  came  out  upon  the  roof,  and 
Rex  leaned  against  a  parapet  and  drew 
in  the  soft  air,  and  steadied  himself  until  a 
dizziness  had  passed.  When  he  was  able 
to  look  about  him,  he  found  that  he  was 
in  a  wide,  flat  space,  open  to  the  heavens, 
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and  that  a  knot  of  natives  were  standing 
withdrawn  from  him  at  a  little  distance, 
earnestly  watching  the  western  horizon. 

The  straggling  huts  of  Akasa,  half  town, 
half  village,  on  one  side,  the  ugly  line  of 
the  enclosure  on  the  other,  fenced  them 
in.  The  moon  was  climbing  down ;  in 
another  hour  it  would  have  set.  There 
were  a  few  flat-roofed  houses  among  the 
mushroom  thatches,  but  only  a  few.  The 
Kerisal  capital  crouched  low  into  the  sand, 
its  rear  spotted  with  trees,  cut  by  the 
river  ;  and  out  beyond  it  lay  the  far  faint 
line  of  the  open  sea.  On  the  roof  itself 
a  pile  of  brushwood  was  heaped  on  a  stone 
platform,  and  one  man,  standing  near  it, 
was  feeding  a  torch  with  twigs  and  bits 
of  wood. 

Rex  was  very  much  alone  among  the 
yellow  men,  and  yet  he  was  not  afraid. 
Looking  back  upon  his  sense  of  security 
afterwards,  as  not  the  least  strange  part 
of  a  strange  adventure,  he  set  it  down  to 
the  spontaneous  sympathy  that  had  sprung 
to  life,  at  their  first  meeting,  between 
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him  and  the  man  beside  him.  What  was 
he  to  Ahmed  ?  Less,  by  all  reason,  than 
an  unimpeachable  Englishman.  What 
was  Ahmed  to  him  ?  He  ought  to  have 
been  the  hereditary  enemy,  but  he  was 
not ;  he  was  nearer  to  the  heart  to-night 
than  his  own  father ;  and  Rex  shrank, 
wincing,  from  the  significance  of  that 
thought.  He  pushed  it  away  as  best  he 
could,  struggling  to  remember  the  gene- 
rosity and  forethought  that  had  been  his 
all  his  life ;  but  he  could  not  obliterate  the 
mark  it  left. 

The  two  stood  side  by  side,  looking 
across  the  thatch  of  the  bungalows,  and 
through  the  trees,  to  the  shimmer  of  desert. 
The  bad  lands,  over  which  the  three  ex- 
plorers had  ridden,  ran  on  and  on,  their 
extent  exaggerated  by  the  night.  What 
was  beyond  lay  lost  in  distance,  infinitely 
remote  from  Akasa  and  the  king's  enclosure. 

"  You  have  not  told  me,"  Rex  said  at 
last,  for  the  prince  showed  no  sign  of 
beginning  his  confidence. 

The  man  started,  and  came  out  of  his 
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thoughts  with  a  sigh.  He  rested  his  hands 
on  the  parapet,  and  he  kept  his  eyes  on 
the  west. 

"  Have  you  forgotten  that  day  at  the 
dike  ?  " 

"  No.  How  could  I  ?  I  first  met  you 
then.  It  is  not  a  thing  to  forget,  surely. 
What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  It  has  everything  to  do  with  it.  How 
was  I  employed  when  you  found  me  ?  " 

'  You  were  standing — no,  you  were 
stooping — you  were  tapping  the  big  wall 
with  a  hammer." 

"  Ah,  you  saw  so  much,  did  you  ?  " 
The  prince  laughed.  "  Just  so.  I  was 
testing  the  dike,  finishing  a  survey  of  it 
in  which  I  had  measured  its  powers  of 
resistance,  so  far  as  I  could  compute 
them,  against  the  sea." 

Rex  began  to  have  an  inkling.  The 
blood  rushed  into  his  face. 

"  To-night,"  Ahmed  went  on,  "  now 
that  nothing  else  can  save  them,  my 
people  open  the  sluices  and  let  the  water 
in  behind  the  dike.  They  have  opened 
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them.  That  was  done  at  low  tide  ;  they 
are  watching  to  tell  us  how  soon  the 
water  reaches  the  first  village.  We  could 
not  forecast  that,  and  it  means  much ; 

because  if  it  creeps  too  slowly "  He 

wrinkled  his  eyelids,  his  face  tense  and 
grave.  '  They  are  to  signal  to  us,  by  a 
light  at  the  tower,  when  the  water  takes 
hold  of  that  we  offer  it ;  and  then  we,  in 
our  turn,  will  light  our  fire  to  let  Akasa 
know  that  it  is  done." 

"  But,  good  heavens  !  "  Rex  cried,  and 
cast  about  him  for  words.  "It  is  not  only 
the  coal — though  that  alone  means  drown- 
ing millions  of  money — it  is  the  rice — and 
the  villages — the  homes  of  the  people." 

"  What  are  their  homes  to  them  now  P  " 
the  Asiatic  said  bitterly.  "  They  have 
left  them  ;  they  are  empty.  The  villagers 
have  taken  their  hands  full  and  gone  to 
the  forest,  which  is  the  place  they  came 
from,  the  Kerisali  birthplace,  and  its 
refuge." 

"  And  Akasa  ?  " 

"  The   people   of   Akasa   have   left   it, 
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numbers  of  them,  daily  during  the  past 
week,  by  my  orders ;  and  to-night,  as 
soon  as  our  beacon  is  lit,  the  remnant  will 
come  out — the  strong  men,  the  men  who 
have  stayed — and  follow  their  wives  and 
children  up  the  river-path.  There  are 
fighting-men  lingering  to  cover  the  retreat 
of  the  weaklings  ;  and  there  are  still  women 
and  children,  but  not  many.  By  the 
time  the  sun  rises  it  may  be  that  they 
will  have  gone  too." 

"  It  is  incredible  !  "    Rex  said. 

He  turned  ;  he  understood  at  last  the 
brooding  silence  of  the  bazaar,  the  silence 
of  a  place  holding  only  a  desperate  rear- 
guard, and  very  anxiously  awaiting  its 
orders. 

"  How  is  it  Spencer  does  not  know  ? 
He  must ;  such  an  exodus  could  not  go  on 
without  somebody  talking  of  it." 

"  Of  course  they  have  talked  of  it,  but 
not  to  Mr.  Spencer  or  his  guard,"  Ahmed 
said.  '  They  are  blind  people  in  the 
kingdom  of  the  many-eyed.  This  is 
Kismet,  Fate,  the  day  for  which  Allah 
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gave  us  the  free  forest  and  the  river ; 
and  the  springs  that  move  our  lives  are 
stronger  than  the  king  and  his  paid  men 
believe." 

Rex  strained  his  eyes  at  the  barren 
land  beyond  which,  coming  in  at  first 
slowly,  later  to  engulf  the  miles,  the  sea 
was  finding  its  way  to  a  new  coast-line. 
Incredible  ?  The  very  restraint  of  the 
man  beside  him  drove  the  story  home. 

He  glanced  round  at  the  group  of 
watchers.  Then,  suddenly,  the  giddiness 
he  had  felt  before  overpowered  him ;  he 
gripped  the  parapet,  and  the  sweat  started 
to  his  forehead. 

Prince  Ahmed  was  still  intent  upon 
the  horizon.  The  moon  had  sunk  to  the 
tops  of  the  bamboos ;  it  was  not  so  very 
long  to  the  dawn. 

"  I  must  go,"  Rex  began,  low  and  un- 
certainly. "  I  can't  stand  beside  you  here 

and  wait.  My  father These  things 

are  terrible,  more  terrible  even  than  he 
could  have  dreamed."  He  was  arguing 
against  the  vision  in  his  mind  of  the  two 
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men  in  the  garden.     "  Perhaps  it  isn't  too 

late.     My  father,  I  say He  has  always 

been  awfully  good  to  me.  He  doesn't 
know.  Oh,  let  me  get  away  from  this  !  " 
poor  Rex  wound  up  wildly,  striding  to  the 
square  stairhead.  "  It's  all  hideously  in- 
human and  unnatural — or  else  it  is  just 
the  finest  thing  that  could  happen.  I 
don't  know,  and  I  must  get  back.  My 
place  is  with  them,  after  all." 

"Ah  ! "  said  Ahmed,  as  if  he  had  not 
heard  him.  He  bent  low,  and  pointed 
to  a  new  star  away  to  the  west,  waxing 
and  spluttering.  "  It  has  come." 

The  brushwood  pile  behind  them 
crackled  and  lit ;  the  flames  rushed  up 
with  a  roar ;  and  the  prince  swung  over 
to  Rex,  caught  his  arm,  and  hurried  him 
on  to  the  staircase. 

"  Hark  !  "  he  said,  as  they  dipped  to  it. 

The  streets  had  suddenly  returned  to 
life,  and  were  humming  again  upon  a 
sinister  note.  A  blow  had  been  struck  at 
the  hive,  and  the  bees  were  out.  Rex 
reeled  down  the  staircase  at  imminent 
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risk  of  his  neck,  and  at  an  angle  his  guide 
pushed  past  him. 

"  Keep  back,"  he  said.  "  Follow  me, 
and  trust  me  a  little  longer.  Dark  ?  Yes, 
it  is  dark ;  but  soon  we  shall  see  the 
morning." 

They  emerged  into  the  courtyard.  It 
was  not  empty  now,  it  was  filling  with 
armed  men,  and  it  was  lit  by  lanterns  and 
torches ;  the  great  gates  were  wide  to  a 
hubbub  of  voices  that  swelled  as  they 
descended. 

As  soon  as  Ahmed  appeared  a  dozen 
Kerisalis  made  a  half-circle  about  him, 
rushing  in  to  touch  his  hands,  to  do 
obeisance  to  him,  to  give  him  homage  so 
profound  and  sincere  that  Rex,  in  his 
shadow,  was  almost  overlooked.  Certainly 
no  one  threatened  him  or  menaced  his 
position  ;  he  was  with  the  prince,  and  all 
that  the  prince  did  had  right,  even  when 
it  passed  his  countrymen's  understanding. 

Their  faces  looked  yellower  and  more 
subtle  than  ever  in  the  strange,  leaping 
capricious  light.  They  were  utterly  alien 
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to  Rex,  and  utterly  antagonistic ;  and 
yet,  for  all  his  weakness  and  his  empty 
hands,  he  was  fearless  among  them.  He 
could  have  found  a  pleasure  in  the  savage 
picturesqueness  of  the  scene  :  the  torches, 
and  the  lithe,  earnest  men ;  the  arches 
beyond  them  ;  the  sudden  violent  transi- 
tion from  stupor  to  excess  of  action,  from 
suspense  to  desperate  certainty.  He  was 
a  forced  spectator  with  leisure  to  look. 

It  was  not  until  some  minutes  later 
that  Ahmed  came  back  from  Kerisali 
to  English.  He  buffeted  Rex  out  of  his 
detachment  instantly  ;  this  was  a  matter 
that  touched  him. 

'  The  palaces  are  in  danger — very  great 
danger,"  he  said.  And  in  the  distance, 
snapping  upon  his  words,  a  rifle  shot 
punctuated  them.  "  There  has  been  a 
collision  between  the  sentries  and  some 
of  our  people,  and  now  they  are  not  to 
be  held  back." 

"  They  are  attacking  them  ?  "  Rex 
asked,  breathless. 

The  prince's  men  closed  up  about  them. 
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They  were  being  borne  towards  the  gates. 
There  was  another  crackle  of  firearms, 
and  a  rush  bore  them  forward  into  the 
street. 

Yes,  the  city  was  awake  again  ;  there 
was  no  overlooking  that.  They  heard 
shouts,  the  yell  of  a  fanatic,  and  over  the 
grey  uncertainty  of  the  hour  before  the 
morning  shot  up  a  red  streak,  a  glare  : 
dawn — not  of  daylight,  but  of  revolution. 

Rex  leaped  out  of  weakness  into  vigour 
again. 

"  They  must  be  setting  fire  to  the 
palaces !  "  he  said ;  and  with  that  he 
stumbled  into  a  run. 


CHAPTER  . 
FOURTEEN 
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SPENCER  shifted  in  his  chair. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  he  said. 

Mr.  Jenkins  came  out  of  meditation 
with  a  start. 

"  I  didn't  hear  anything,"  he  said. 

"  Guess  it  must  have  been  a  musk- 
rat,"  the  fat  man  said.  "  Those  dogs  are 
making  an  infernal  racket." 

He  lay  back  again  and  went  on  smok- 
ing. He  was  feeling  slack  but  compla- 
cent, jaded  in  the  reaction  from  a  prolonged 
strain;  and  he  had  the  weariness  with 
which  middle-aged  men  usually  see  the 
goal  in  sight.  He  had  concentrated  all 
his  energies  upon  the  treaty,  and  lo  !  it  was 
done  ;  and  nothing  remained  for  them  but 
the  enterprise  of  this  last  morning,  in 
which  it  had  seemed  expedient  to  take  an 
extreme  course  with  as  little  risk  as  need 

be. 

231 
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Spencer  thought  of  the  pit  that  had 
been  dug — so  easy  to  design  in  a  land  of 
intrigue — and  he  scratched  his  chin,  and 
reflected  that  there  was  every  reason 
for  Ahmed  to  tumble  headlong  into  it. 
The  Golden  Eagle  was  carrying  away  a 
few  well-fed,  well-satisfied,  triumphant 
people  to  communication  with  their  eager 
colleagues,  and  to  a  cable  that  would  link 
them  up  with  an  exalted  personage  who 
was  more  eager  even  than  they.  There 
was  finish  to  the  bullying  and  squeezing, 
the  many  lean  years,  the  slow  dribble 
of  ready  money,  the  perpetual  drain 
upon  it  from  over  seas,  end  to  life  in  a 
stagnant  exile. 

Spencer  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief,  able  to 
sit  still  and  look  from  him  again.  He 
was  lucky  to  be  out  of  it  before  Kerisali 
fever  made  an  end  of  him.  He  began  to 
turn  over  investments  in  his  mind  ;  he 
could  see  himself  handling  his  plump  com- 
mission. He  would  go  back  to  the  States 
and  buy  a  mansion  on  the  finest  street  of 
his  native  city,  he  would  sit  on  his  piazza., 
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and  put  his  thumbs  in  his  arm-holes,  and 
have  all  the  honour  that  is  dollars'  due. 
Jani  Mata,  he  presumed,  would  take  up 
his  lion's  share  of  the  spoils,  and  make 
things  hum  in  an  effete  civilisation  until 
it  was  all  gone,  for  that  was  Jani  Mata's 
way.  Uncle  Elias  looked  quite  compas- 
sionately at  the  lean,  lounging  figure,  and 
shook  his  head.  It  was  too  bad  ;  but  it 
was  pretty  sure  to  happen. 

'  The  bazaar  is  unusually  quiet,"  Mr. 
Jenkins  said  presently,  tossing  the  butt  of 
his  cheroot  into  a  bed  of  stephanotis. 
"  Reckon  it's  got  the  hump." 
"  Dietrich  told  me  that  there  was 
nothing  doing  in  the  town  this  afternoon, 
but  that,  on  the  other  hand,  there  had  been 
an  abnormal  amount  of  traffic  on  the  river- 
road  during  the  last  few  days.  Quite  un- 
precedented, he  said.  Did  he  report  that 
to  you  ?  " 

"  He  did,  sir.  I  guess  it  isn't  any  use 
trying  to  blink  the  fact  that  it  is  hopping 
mad,  and  badly  frightened  too — has  been 
ever  since  we  hanged  the  pick  of  the 
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rioters.  The  worst-scared  folk  have  gone 
to  the  forest  for  a  change  of  air  ;  that's  a 
Kerisali  custom,  ain't  it  ?  The  rest  are 
waiting  to  see.  That  doesn't  concern  you 
and  me,  because  they've  waited  just  too 
long,  and  the  next  thing  they'll  know  will 
be  the  gentle  persuasion  of  our  Continental 
friends.  We  shall  be  making  tracks  in 
the  little  Star  when  that  happens  ;  and 
we  know  what  they'll  feel  like  if  they  knock 
up  against  the  big  guns,  Jani." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  the  king,  and  went 
into  a  brown  study  again,  his  eyes  on  the 
shifting  boundary  of  shadows  as  they 
drove  the  moonlight  back  across  the  garden. 

He  stuck  out  his  lower  lip.  He,  too, 
was  within  sight  of  the  end ;  and  he  eyed  it 
sourly,  but  still  with  the  sense  of  nearing 
a  landmark,  a  stage  upon  an  arid  and  un- 
profitable journey.  All  things  hitherto  had 
been  ashes  in  the  mouth.  It  was  not 
likely  that  this  belated  revenge  and  pros- 
perity, coming  hand  in  hand,  would  prove 
any  sweeter  than  the  rest;  but  for  all 
that,  he  was  feeling  glad  that  he  had 


THE    KING    OF    KERISAL.     235 

attained  them.  His  hatred  had  parched 
his  mouth  for  twenty  years  ;  now  he  would 
quench  it  at  a  draught,  even  though  he 
despised  himself  for  his  drunkard's  craving. 

He  rose,  nodded  "  good-night  "  to  Spen- 
cer, and  strolled  away.  At  last  he  would 
be  free  of  Kerisal.  He  walked  over  to 
the  gate,  and  stood  looking  at  the  raffish 
sentry  lolling  sleepily  on  his  rifle  and  at 
the  lamplight  glowing  from  the  guard- 
house windows.  A  king  in  the  middle  of 
his  people  !  He  gave  his  wry  smile.  Then 
he  turned  his  back  and  wandered  away 
again,  restless  to-night,  and  with  old,  bitter 
memories,  implacable  regrets,  gnawing  at 
his  soul. 

The  sentry,  who  was  Miguel,  shook  him- 
self awake  at  the  passing  footsteps,  but 
not  in  time  to  see  who  had  come  and  gone. 
The  sound,  however,  had  roused  him  ;  he 
yawned,  leaned  his  rifle  against  the  wall, 
and  stretched  himself,  head  back,  eyes 
blinking  at  the  sky.  He  rolled  a  cigarette 
in  his  dirty  fingers  and  lighted  it,  and  en- 
vied somebody  who  was  snoring  hard 
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inside  the  guard-house.  He  had  his  mid- 
night reflections  as  well  as  kings.  They  took 
shape,  and  a  Spanish  village,  a  very  pleasant 
place  for  exiles  returned,  came  into  his 
mind's  eye.  There  were  reasons  why 
Miguel  was  not  likely  to  see  it,  at  least 
while  memories  were  fresh.  He  wondered 
if  they  had  succeeded  in  scouring  the  blood- 
stain out  of  the  wine-shop  floor,  and  whether 
the  police  still  kept  his  knife,  and  if  Jose's 
widow  had  stopped  shrieking  yet.  How 
the  woman  shrieked,  her  cries  pursuing 
him  as  he  ran — and  ran — and  ran.  .  .  . 

His  reverie  came  to  an  abrupt  end  ;  he 
stood  stock-still,  gazing  over  the  bamboos. 
What  was  the  glow  above  them  ?  Fire  ? 
He  lounged  to  the  gate,  unbolted  the 
postern,  and  stepped  outside  it,  with  a 
peasant's  curiosity,  to  see. 

The  fire  was,  of  course,  the  prince's 
signal,  starting  up  as  he  and  Rex  left  the 
roof.  Miguel  was  not  able  to  make  this 
out  from  the  narrow  byway,  and  so  it  was 
that  he  strayed  up  it  a  little  farther,  and 
still  a  little  farther,  gaping  inquisitively, 
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until  the  first  tide  of  the  watchers  surged 
out  of  an  alley  and  swept  up  to  him. 

He  had  not  forgotten  the  riot ;  and 
Dunne  and  the  Portuguese  being  brought 
painfully  into  hospital,  silent  and  bandage- 
swathed,  furnished  a  recent  object-lesson. 
He  had  the  countryman's  incredible  care- 
lessness and  stupidity  ;  but  here,  tardily, 
quite  a  lively  apprehension  pierced  them. 

His  rifle  was  leaning  against  the  guard- 
house, and  he  had  nothing  but  his  bayonet. 
He  drew  it — which  was  exactly  what  a 
keener-witted  man  would  not  have  done 
— and  immediately  the  mob  was  groaning 
about  his  ears.  Akasa  had  curbed  itself, 
with  superhuman  exertion,  for  days,  wait- 
ing upon  almost  certain  ruin  and  very  pos- 
sible massacre ;  one  soldier  unsheathing 
his  sword  in  the  face  of  it  could  be  nothing 
but  the  forerunner  of  the  great  catastrophe. 

Miguel  swung  about,  showing  his  teeth 
in  sheer  panic ;  a  Spaniard  in  a  tight 
place  has  all  a  cornered  rat's  viciousness. 
He  struck  out  blindly,  snarling,  at  the 
first  man  between  him  and  safety.  The 
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Kerisali  struck  back,  without  doing  damage, 
and  Miguel  was  on  the  wing.  He  ran, 
just  as  he  had  run  that  night,  ages  before, 
when  the  wine  at  his  head  had  shown  him 
how  to  kill  Jose  ;  and  with  that  the  stream 
of  natives  surged  after  him,  its  hard-held 
savagery  out  of  bounds  at  last. 

He  dashed  through  the  gate,  hare  be- 
fore the  hounds,  and  half  a  dozen  yellow 
men  tumbled  in  at  his  heels.  Miguel 
pitched  forward,  fell,  and — rose  no  more ; 
someone  had  shot  him  between  the  shoul- 
ders on  the  very  threshold  of  safety.  The 
guard  buzzed  out,  armed  and  wholly  be- 
wildered, and  the  full  flood  of  the  invasion 
met  and  rolled  over  it. 

The  corporal  fired  point-blank  into  the 
van,  raced  back  to  the  alarm-bell,  and 
was  stabbed  as  his  hand  grasped  the  rope. 
That  was  a  futile  death,  because  the  en- 
closure was  already  roused,  and  more  than 
roused,  by  the  shots  and  the  scuffle. 

Another  soldier  turned  his  thoughts  to 
the  Maxim,  but  the  fight  was  hand  to  hand 
by  this  time,  and  the  Kerisalis  were  still 
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streaming  in  ;  he  dragged  the  canvas  hood 
half  off,  and  then  he  fell  to  fisticuffs,  mad 
and  desperate,  with  an  insurgent  who  only 
wanted  room  to  run  him  through  with  a 
fallen  man's  bayonet,  and  who,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  found  it  in  the  end.  The  first 
assault  was,  except  for  the  two  shots, 
almost  noiseless,  because  of  its  swiftness 
and  its  wild  success ;  it  was  not  until 
the  Kerisalis  paused,  on  the  crest  of  un- 
dreamed-of victory,  to  draw  breath  and 
eye  each  other,  and  see  the  joy  of  fighting 
running  high  between  man  and  man,  that 
the  palaces  woke  into  outcry. 

Mr.  Jenkins  was  passing  Spencer's  bung- 
alow on  his  way  to  bed  when  the  first 
sharp  report  of  a  rifle  came  to  his  ears. 
He  stopped  to  listen,  and  he  caught  the 
note  of  disturbance,  mellowed  by  the 
intervening  buildings  and  space  into  a  mere 
murmur,  but  none  the  less  perceptible  to 
his  alert  hearing. 

He  ran  up  the  verandah  steps  just  as 
Spencer,  rotund  and  grotesque  in  striped 
pyjamas,  darted  to  a  doorway.  The 
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soldier  on  guard  stepped  aside,  deep  into 
the  heavy  shadows,  and  the  two  men 
met. 

"  There  is  some  mischief  at  work  in  the 
town  to-night,  uncle,"  Jani  Mat  a  said, 
breathing  quickly,  but  without  raising  his 
monotonous  voice.  "It  is  close  up  under 
our  walls,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  we 
are  its  objective.  I  wonder  if  Ahmed 
has  got  wind  of  our  affairs.  It  looks  like 
it.  Where's  your  'phone  ?  Ring  up  the 
captain  of  your  scaramouches  and  turn 
them  out.  No,  it  isn't  just  fireworks ; 
and  you  may  take  it  from  me  they  will  be 
wanted." 

Spencer  vanished  into  his  office  with- 
out a  word,  his  bare  feet  slapping  the  mat- 
ting. It  was  not  the  time,  to  argue  the 
question.  There  had  been  the  shot ;  and 
the  things  that  might  happen  if  the  Keri- 
salis  ran  amok  before  the  warships  came 
did  not  bear  thinking  about.  His  heart 
thumped  unevenly,  but  he  kept  his  head. 
He  was  in  telephonic  communication  with 
the  barrack,  while  the  king,  on  the  verandah 
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again,  was  giving  a  further  command  to 
the  sentry. 

"Go  to  the  guardhouse,  double-quick 
time,  and  support  the  defence  of  the  gate. 
No  ;  never  mind  us.  You  will  be  better 
wanted  there." 

The  man  hurried  to  the  steps,  rattled 
down  them,  and  receded.  They  heard 
him  running  heavily  over  the  grass,  and 
then  his  footfall  was  swallowed  up  in  the 
low  murmuring,  the  crack  of  a  second 
shot,  and  the  faint,  distant  scuffle  of 
enemies  who  were  hand  to  hand  at  last. 
A  body  of  eager  men  pressed  through  the 
shrubs  fifty  yards  away  :  it  was  the  main 
strength  of  the  Legion,  quick  to  answer 
its  summons,  flinging  itself  at  the  seat 
of  disturbance. 

Spencer  dropped  the  telephone,  drenched 
with  misgivings  and  anger,  and  came 
pattering  to  the  outer  air.  He  looked  at 
his  nephew  with  an  odd,  cold  spasm  of 
helplessness.  He  had  directed  affairs  for 
half  a  lifetime,  and  he  was  no  coward ; 
but  in  the  present  crisis  he  seemed  to  be  a 
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spectator,  and  no  longer  the  moving 
spirit. 

They  were  fighting  over  there,  and  they 
would  probably  have  to  fight  it  out ;  but 
there  was  no  getting  over  the  fact  that 
things  had  miscarried  somehow,  and  that 
the  trouble  had  come  to  him  and  Jani 
instead  of  to  the  new  masters  of  the 
country.  To  miss  complete  success  by  a 
few  hours  !  He  wondered  who  had  given 
them  away,  and — with  a  nip  of  fright — 
what  it  would  cost  them. 

It  came  to  him  with  a  curious  shock 
that  he  was  nothing  but  a  stout  man  in 
pyjamas,  quite  middle-aged,  and  muscu- 
larly  flabby.  They  were  isolated  here, 
left,  rulers  of  men  though  they  were,  in 
a  side-eddy,  while  the  ruled  solved  their 
problem  for  them ;  and  what  its  solution 
might  be  the  ugly  din  said  only  too 
plainly. 


CHAPTER 
FIFTEEN. 


CHAPTER    FIFTEEN. 

"  WHAT  do  you  make  of  it  ?  " 

"  They're  in,  of  course,"  Mr.  Jenkins 
said,  without  apparent  emotion.  He  stood 
listening,  his  attention  acute,  for  a  long- 
drawn  minute  ;  then  he  turned  his  head 
to  the  other  man  again. 

"  Our  fellows  are  going  under,  I  per- 
ceive. That  means — eh  ?  Oh,  don't  ask 
me  how  I  can  tell  it ;  the  noise  is  rising, 
it  is  plain  enough.  You  and  I  have  made 
a  mistake  in  our  calculations,  uncle,  and 
it  looks  as  if  we  were  going  to  pay  for  it. 
You  never  knew  the  Kerisalis,  and  I — for- 
got them.  We  must  take  our  valuable 
persons  out  of  risk,  and  put  off  to  the  Star. 
Let  them  fight  it  out  between  them  while 
we  get  to  sea  ;  there's  an  argument  steam- 
ing in  from  there,  made  in — Europe,  that 
will  recall  even  Akasa  to  its  senses  to- 
morrow." 

245 
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His  face  darkened,  and  he  made  a 
gesture  of  brutal  scorn  towards  the 
town. 

"  Gad,  I  thought  they  would  come  to  a 
bombardment  in  the  end  !  They  will  know 
in  the  morning,  every  mother's  son  of 
them,  what  it  means  to  see  hopes  laid  in 
ashes,  what  it  means  to  be  must  with  ships 
of  war  within  hail.  Eh,  uncle  ?  The  new 
government  ! — I  hope  it  has  made  up  its 
mind  to  begin  its  duties  promptly." 

Spencer  had  dived  indoors  again,  and 
was  hurrying  into  his  clothes.  He  peered 
out  through  his  haste,  and  saw  a  strange 
light  silhouetting  the  king's  figure.  He 
struggled  with  his  boots,  perspiring  heavily. 

"  What's  burning  ?  " 

"  The  guardhouse.  H'm !  Now  they 
will  spread,  and  they  will  remember  us 
very  soon.  Where  is  the  Star  P  " 

"  The  gig  lies  off  the  jetty,  ready  for  use 
any  time  of  day  and  night,"  Spencer  said, 
emerging,  and  turning  an  apprehensive 
gaze  to  where  sparks  and  red  flame  were 
puffing  up  behind  the  trees. 
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The  crash  of  sudden  musketry  split  the 
night. 

"  Say,  it's  pandemonium  over  yonder ! 
We  haven't  any  time  to  waste  in  star-gaz- 
ing ;  it's  as  much  as  we  shall  do  to  save  our 
skins.  Right  through  here  to  the  jetty, 
'way  back  of  the  barracks.  I  guess  I'm 
going  to  take  sprinting  exercise  for  my 
health.  .  .  .  Not  that  way,  Jani !  "  He 
paused  with  a  foot  on  the  ground,  his  face 
a  study  of  consternation.  "  You're  going 
left  instead  of  right ;  you'll  get  into  the 
mess.  Oh,  come  on  !  " 

He  forged  forward,  on  to  the  grass  over 
which  Rex  had  fled,  stooping  low,  a  few 
hours  before  ;  the  southern  stretch  of  the 
enclosure  lay  beyond  him,  lapped  by  a  sea 
that  trees  and  buildings  hid  from  them, 
and  that  was  no  more  than  a  few  hundreds 
away,  no  farther  than  the  blazing  thatch. 

"  Come  on  !  "  he  called  again  fever- 
ishly, with  a  side-glance  at  the  area  of 
the  fight. 

It  was  characteristic  of  their  attitude 
to  the  country  they  had  exploited  that  the 
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idea  of  plunging  into  the  defence  of  their 
own  domain  urged  neither  of  them.  They 
had  lived  so  long  by  the  fruit  of  other  men's 
actions  that  they  found  nothing  inhuman 
in  abandoning  their  guard  to  its  fate.  The 
enclosure,  and  the  Legion,  and  the  sea, 
and  the  craft  upon  it,  existed  for  them, 
and  only  for  them ;  these  things  were 
nothing  but  the  tools  with  which  they 
carved  their  plan  of  life.  Here  a  tool 
had  snapped,  was  dangerous  to  handle  ; 
they  left  its  handling  to  the  paid  mechanic, 
and  turned  to  other  businesses. 

It  was  knowledge  of  this  tenet,  too  thor- 
oughly accepted  to  need  a  word  of  discussion 
between  them,  that  caused  Spencer's  utter 
amazement  when  he  saw  that  the  king 
was  not  following  him.  Their  own  co- 
operation was  another  matter  ;  they  had 
always  been  rogues  in  company,  standing 
by  each  other.  He  honestly  thought  his 
nephew  had  taken  leave  of  his  senses,  and 
he  ran  back  to  jeopardy  with  a  courage 
that  cost  him  much,  and  urged  him 

"  See  now,  Jani " 
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Mr.  Jenkins  did  not  move.  He  looked, 
suddenly,  unnaturally  yellow  and  drawn, 
and  the  zest  of  retreat  had  gone  out  of  him. 
He  thrust  the  Yankee  aside  so  roughly  that 
he  staggered. 

"  Someone  is  following  us,"  he  said,  as 
if  he  had  not  heard  his  appeal. 

The  chequer  of  light  and  shade  across 
the  gardens  had  been  suddenly  spotted 
with  a  figure,  running,  and  falling,  and 
running  again,  in  and  out  of  the  web  of 
moonlight,  towards  the  palaces.  The  king 
leaped  out  to  meet  him  ;  and  a  reeling 
soldier  lurched  to  the  steps.  Spencer 
held  back  to  see  the  man's  face,  and  he 
uttered  an  oath  as  he  recognised  it. 

It  was  Buck,  mortally  wounded, 
so  far  as  he  could  perceive  in  his  hurried 
observation  ;  he  fell  again  at  their  feet, 
and  Jani  Mata  bent  over  him  and  turned 
him  on  his  side. 

If  he  came  to  bring  news,  he  uttered 
none.  Peter  Buck  had  come  a  long  way  to 
find  a  living  ;  now  it  was  he  who  made 
the  ample  payment,  his  cheerfulness 


250     THE    KING    OF    KERISAL. 

dimmed  in  a  fight  of  which  the  rights 
and  wrongs  were  nothing  to  him,  and 
he  the  archetype  of  the  adventurer  of  all 
ages,  the  dogged,  blunt-witted  instrument 
of  other  men's  devices.  His  silence  de- 
livered the  warning  his  tongue  had  failed 
to  bear. 

The  king  raised  his  eyes  from  him  to 
Spencer. 

"  Shot,  you  see  ;  and  he  meant  to  tell 
us  of  Rex  !  He  doesn't  come  ;  he  must 
be  there — in  danger  from  those  devils.  I 
must  go  to  him."  He  stood  upright  again, 
and  narrowed  his  eyes  at  the  spreading 
glare.  "  /  could  get  him  to  the  jetty ; 
there  is  a  way."  He  turned  fiercely  to 
Spencer.  "  Go  on — you  !  Get  away  there, 
and  tell  them  to  lie  off  and  wait  for  us." 

The  fat  man  actually  sobbed.  He 
looked  from  the  unconscious  soldier  to  the 
king,  and  back  again.  His  ironical  leer 
at  life  had  gone  ;  he  was  seeing  the  naked 
consequences  of  things  done  in  obscurity, 
and  for  once  realities  appalled  him. 

"  Jani,   don't  you  see  how  it  is  ?     It 
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isn't  any  good.  Lord,  I  forgot  the  boy  ! 
He's  done  for ;  he  must  be ;  it's  just 
foolishness  for  you  to  try  to  pick  him  up. 
We  ought  to  have  thought  of  him  earlier — 
oh,  I'll  give  you  that.  He  can't  be  got  at 
now.  I'm  real  sorry,  Jani ;  but  you  can 
see  the  reason  why,  plain  as  me.  I  reckon 
he's  helped  all  he  can  be.  You  must  quit 
this  with  me,  right  now." 

He  had  retraced  his  steps  ;  he  tugged  at 
the  king's  sleeve. 

Jenkins,  with  a  furious  contempt,  struck 
his  hand  away. 

"  Do  what  you  are  bid,"  he  said  very 
low ;  and  Spencer,  for  the  first  time  in 
his  impudent  career,  shrank  away  from 
him.  They  had  left  the  fallen  man  where 
he  lay,  and  had  turned  their  backs  upon 
him  ;  they  were  out  upon  the  grass.  The 
clamour  about  the  guardhouse  seemed  to 
lick  at  them,  threatening  their  solitude 
with  an  eager  note. 

Spencer  drew  off  despairingly. 

'  They'll  kill  you  at  sight,  Jani,  and 
that  won't  help  anybody.  Oh,  I  know  it's 
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your  son  !  But  see  here — you  don't  know, 
and  maybe  he's  safer'n  you  are.  You've 
got  to  trust  to  luck  for  him  ;  there  isn't 
any  other  way." 

He  could  have  wrung  his  hands  at  the 
fatal  obstinacy.  There  was  no  time  for 
further  appeal.  Jani  Mata  would  not  hear 
him;  and  death,  with  its  first-fruit  before 
them  on  the  ground,  had  loomed  very 
close. 

He  broke  into  a  jog-trot  towards 
safety,  and  was  soon  in  the  narrow  mazes 
behind  his  house.  The  sweat  gathered  on 
his  brow  as  he  ran  ;  there  might  be  an 
ambush  anywhere  ;  and,  besides,  he  had 
left  a  doomed  man  to  his  fate,  and  every 
shadow  of  the  night  cried  it  after  him  as 
he  fled. 

The  king  turned,  drawing  in  a  hard 
breath,  and  faced  the  growing  area  of 
tumult.  The  thatch  of  Rex's  bungalow 
was  visible  now  by  that  significant,  leaping 
light.  He  burst  into  speed.  The  night 
was  still  mute  to  seaward,  in  the  direction 
to  which  Spencer  had  vanished  ;  but  here, 
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in  the  core  of  the  enclosure,  there  were  flit- 
ting figures  emerging,  the  backwash — or 
was  it  the  conquering  crest  ? — of  the  fight. 

As  he  crossed  the  lawns,  a  Kerisali 
broke  away  from  the  distant  melee,  and 
saw  him  running.  He,  too,  ran,  to  cut 
off.  the  fugitive  from  his  goal,  and  he  tight- 
ened his  grasp  of  a  vicious  two-edged 
sword  as  he  ran. 

They  came  into  collision  midway  upon 
the  grass.  The  native  swung  up  his  weapon, 
swung — and  dropped  it.  He  knew  his 
king. 

Jani  Mata  was  in  no  mood  for  mercy. 
This  bazaar  rat,  whose  barbarism  was 
daunted  for  the  moment  by  the  power  of 
a  fetish,  stood  to  him  for  the  type  of  those 
others  who  had  returned  evil  for  good  to 
the  woman  who  would  have  helped  them 
to  better  things.  He  looked  full  into  the 
man's  eyes,  and  the  sword  clattered  harm- 
lessly down  between  them. 

The  king  sprang,  as  a  leopard  springs, 
on  its  prey.  His  hands  clutched  the  brown 
throat ;  he  shook  it  backwards  and  forwards 
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with  a  cat-like  zest,  overbearing  the  wretch's 
struggles.  He  could  have  lingered  over 
the  business — cat-like  again — but  that  his 
anxiety  over  Rex's  fate  was  clamorous 
enough  to  overcome  even  the  lust  of  cruelty. 
With  a  last  squeeze  at  the  fellow's  windpipe 
he  flung  him  aside,  and  let  him  drop — dead 
or  dying — to  the  ground.  He  dashed  on, 
straight  as  an  arrow  to  the  bungalow. 

Buck  lay  still  behind  him — Buck,  whose 
duty  it  had  been  to  guard  the  boy.  What 
was  it  that  he  would  have  told  him  ?  His 
feet  devoured  the  yards,  to  find  the  answer 
to  that  question.  The  shadows  mocked 
him,  too,  their  derision  piercing  deep — 
deep  into  his  heart. 


CHAPTER 
SIXTEEN. 


CHAPTER    SIXTEEN. 

MR.  JENKINS,  a  lean,  grey  figure  pursued 
by  the  red  lances  of  the  conflagration,  ran 
lightly  up  the  steps  of  Rex's  verandah.  The 
dim  doors  stared  blankly  at  him  ;  he  called, 
and  called  again,  and  received  no  answer. 
There  was  tumult  enough  outside,  but 
here  there  was  nothing  but  silence. 

He  struck  a  match  and  held  it  up, 
though  indeed  he  had  almost  enough  light 
from  the  flaming  guardhouse. 

He  saw  the  smooth  bed,  the  night- 
clothes  lying  on  a  chair,  the  emptiness. 
He  gave  a  groan  of  relief ;  he  had  been 
prepared  for  the  worst,  and  he  was  not 
called  upon  to  face  it. 

Rex  was  gone — perhaps  into  the  arms 
of  the  danger — certainly  out  of  reach  of 
such  help  as  his  father  could  afford  him. 

He  wheeled  from  his  search  through 
R  257 
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rooms,  and  flung  the  match  on  the  floor 
with  an  oath  because  it  had  burnt  his 
fingers. 

Their  desertion  of  the  palaces  had  saved 
him  and  Spencer  from  an  imminent  attack  ; 
he  saw  that  as  he  turned  his  face  to  the 
enclosure  again.  The  struggle  for  mastery 
at  the  gate  was  dying  ;  the  tide  of  success 
had  set  to  the  invaders,  and,  as  he  had 
foreseen,  they  had  already  begun  to  re- 
member— him.  The  byways  were  alive 
with  the  yellow  men,  spreading  fanwise 
from  the  gate ;  it  was  easy  to  guess  for 
whom,  the  taste  of  murder  in  their  mouths, 
they  were  searching. 

Well,  Spencer  ought  to  be  at  the  jetty 
by  now  ;  with  nimbleness  and  a  clear  head 
he  might  still  escape  with  him.  Neverthe- 
less he  lingered,  standing  there  in  the  dim 
room,  his  full  lips  held  grimly  together. 

The  boy  !  It  would  not  let  him  go, 
it  seemed.  Where  was  the  boy  ? 

The  fighting  under  the  palisade  was 
spasmodic,  seen  at  this  distance  as  tangles 
of  men  swaying,  breaking  out  and  falling 
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back,  with  a  steady  leakage  of  insurgents 
into  the  wider  field.  The  Legion  must  have 
been  outnumbered  a  hundred  times  over, 
and  it  was  dying  hard ;  the  hoarse  cries, 
the  hand  to  hand  fury  went  on,  although 
the  mass  of  the  Kerisalis  were  already  in 
full  stream  over  the  gardens.  The  moon 
dropped,  was  gone,  but  the  fire  had  re- 
placed it ;  the  thatch  puffed  into  an  ampler 
blaze  as  he  stood  eyeing  it,  his  chin  on  his 
breast,  spell-bound  and  paralysed. 

A  wave  of  men  went  forward,  sweep- 
ing up  to  Spencer's  bungalow ;  he  heard 
the  native  ululation  as  it  surged  through 
the  rooms.  His  own  respite,  in  an  in- 
defensible position,  was  clearly  only  a 

matter  of  minutes Why  was 

it  that  the  hotel  sitting-room,  garish 
and  commonplace,  flashed  into  a  mind 
already  lurid  with  perceptions  ?  He  had 
spoken  of  risks,  and  Rex  had  been  glad 
to  hear  of  them.  He  had  brought  him 
here  for  a  cynical  whim,  a  contemptu- 
ous resolution — contempt,  too,  of  his  own 
softness  in  keeping  him  in  cotton-wool ;  it 
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was  another  of  the  malicious  gusts  of  in- 
tolerance that  had  played  such  havoc  with 
that  other  man,  the  Mr.  Jenkins  who  was 
a  cool  citizen  of  the  world. 

Rex !  He  harped  on  the  quivering 
string  again.  He  had  let  him  come  to 
this. 

A  matter  of  minutes.  He  made  a  for- 
ward stride,  and  checked  it.  It  was  not 
possible  that  the  boy  could  have  escaped  ; 
reason  insisted  upon  that,  tugging  at  his 
own  understanding.  They  had  been  sur- 
prised, and  had  fled  in  opposite  directions  : 
Buck,  who  knew  his  way  even  in  the  night, 
to  carry  his  riddled  body  to  the  king's  feet ; 
Rex  to  be  chivied,  to  be  driven — any- 
where out  of  hope  of  help  or  possibility  of 
rescue.  Ahmed,  he  supposed,  might  reserve 
to  himself  the  delivery  of  the  coup  de 
grace  ;  so,  too,  Jani  Mata,  his  Kerisali  blood 
uppermost,  would  have  dealt  with  an 
enemy's  son — he  accepted  that. 

Rex  was  only  an  innocent,  after  all ;  in 
Asia  he  would  have  been  a  man,  cunning 
and  versed  in  weapons,  long  since.  But  he 
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was  not  an  Asiatic ;  he  was  a  simple- 
hearted,  blundering,  chivalrous  young 
Englishman,  as  fit  for  this  stew  of  devilry 
as  a  little  child.  He  had  flung  him  into  it 
wilfully,  wrecking  his  own  work  with  his 
own  hands.  And  now  there  was  nothing 
to  do  for  him  in  the  one  place  in  which 
Mr.  Jenkins,  who  had  known  so  little  of 
the  inner  ways  of  Europe  that  he  had 
been  forced  to  put  his  upbringing  into 
other  hands,  was  indispensable. 

He  went  to  the  reed-curtain  and  lifted 
it.  As  he  did  so  a  shaft  of  light  struck  his 
face,  and  he  withdrew  it  instantly.  It 
was  not  soon  enough  ;  somebody  gave  a 
cry  of  recognition  from  the  bushes,  and  he 
heard  a  hubbub  reply  to  it. 

There  was  a  pause,  a  lull  of  action  that 
was  quite  perceptible  to  some  sense  outside 
mere  sight  and  hearing.  Mr.  Jenkins  took 
his  revolver  from  his  pocket  and  handled 
it ;  and  drew  a  little  deeper  into  the  room. 
Onslaught,  the  inevitable  assault,  was  de- 
layed ;  and  he  guessed  the  reason.  They 
hated  him,  and  they  had  thrown  their 
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allegiance  to  the  winds  at  the  culminating 
provocation,  which  meant,  in  tradition- 
fettered  Akasa,  enormous  revolution.  But 
for  all  that,  they  thought  before  they  killed 
the  king.  They  meant  to  kill  him  ;  but 
they  hesitated,  even  in  hot  blood  and  in 
the  flush  of  victory.  He  could  have 
laughed.  He  had  belittled  and  despised 
his  inheritance,  and  it  seemed  that  these 
fools  had  still  a  ragged  remnant  of  their 
faith  in  it. 

A  score  of  bold  spirits  leaped  suddenly 
into  view.  Mr.  Jenkins  raised  the  curtain 
and  steadied  the  revolver,  and  they  shrank 
back  again,  stealing  aside  to  left  and  right 
for  subtler  attack.  There  was  an  un- 
broken ring  of  them  round  the  house, 
closing  steadily  upon  it. 

He  looked  from  door  to  door,  from 
the  faint  sparkle  of  the  sea  on  one  hand 
to  the  violated  garden  on  the  other.  It 
was  impossible  to  defend  the  two  points 
at  once — as  impossible  as  it  was  to  break 
through  the  cordon.  They  had  him  at 
the  mercy  of  their  strategy ;  he  might 
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shoot  down  the  leaders,  but  it  was  not 
hazard  of  death  that  would  keep  them  at 
distance  to-night ;  there  were  enough  of 
them  to  end  him  when  they  chose.  His 
delay  had  cost  him  dear  indeed. 

He  threw  his  head  back  and  stood 
thinking.  There,  with  the  dregs  of  life  on 
his  tongue,  it  occurred  to  him  once  more 
how  little  he  would  care  to  drink  his 
measure  again.  He  had  spent  his  child- 
hood on  this  very  spot,  a  little  boy  whom 
hangers-on  had  been  eager  to  corrupt,  who 
had  learned  evil  at  an  age  when  his  own 
son  had  hardly  known  the  meaning  of  the 
word.  Rex,  if  he  had  already  preceded 
him  into  the  shadows,  had  encompassed 
in  his  brief  life  a  wholesome  enjoyment 
that  his  father  had  never  known. 

He  put  the  scanty  years  of  his  marriage 
out  of  his  mind.  He  had  loved  with  all  the 
intensity  of  his  fierce  nature  ;  but  he  had 
carried  incessantly  the  knowledge  that  he 
was  never  fit  to  tie  her  shoe-string,  and  she 
had  died — died,  and  his  love  had  turned  to 
poison  in  him, 
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He  could  only  count  a  valueless  life, 
embittered  by  his  loss  and  by  his  repul- 
sion for  those  who  had  caused  it  ;  it 
was  the  impotent,  chafing  rage  of  the 
autocrat  who  sees  the  limits  of  his  power, 
the  waters  of  Fate  which  no  king's  com- 
mand can  check.  He  had  stamped  on 
his  people,  killed  them,  sold  them  like 
sheep  ;  but  a  greater  Master  than  he  had 
dealt  with  him,  and  measured  his  impo- 
tence drop  by  drop  before  his  eyes.  He  had 
tried  to  take  refuge  in  a  far-off — how  far 
away  it  seemed  now  ! — alien  world  ;  he 
had  dug  deep  for  pleasure,  but  he  had  never 
turned  up  happiness.  More  —  he  had 
blotted  out  even  its  shadow  with  his  own 
warped  personality.  He  had  loved  his 
boy  ;  he  had  builded  his  life  as  well  as  he 
knew,  blindly  groping  for  the  standard  the 
lost  wife  and  mother  would  have  held  to 
him  ;  and  then  at  the  end  he  had  brought 
him  to  his  death. 

And  the  coalfields  ?  The  treaty  ?  He 
laughed  shortly,  and  the  untimely  sound 
echoed  in  the  room.  The  Power  that  had 
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tempted  him  had  its  task  before  it ;  he 
wished  it  joy  of  its  bargain.  He  wondered 
if  it  would  pay  Spencer.  After  all,  he 
was  relieved  not  to  have  the  dreary  hand- 
ling of  the  price  that  had  been  paid.  He 
had  lived  his  life,  according  to  the  para- 
doxical British  phrase  that  describes  a 
man  who  has  merely  existed. 

He  swayed  slightly  on  his  feet.  He 
was  recalling  the  summits  of  his  cosmopo- 
litan experience,  and  they  were  strangely 
trivial  things.  He  saw  Piccadilly  on  a 
May  morning,  the  Bois  in  a  mellow  Octo- 
ber, the  stream  of  humanity  under  the 
windows  of  his  club.  He  moistened  his 
lips ;  he  was  tasting  the  savour  of  springy 
turf  at  Longchamps,  reviewing  the  pomp 
and  show  of  the  opera  at  Vienna,  the  high 
heads  of  the  Western  women,  the  callous 
gaiety  of  the  Paris  that  he  knew.  Poor 
things  to  a  man  at  the  point  of  death  ?  No  ; 
they  had  been  his  pleasures,  and  he  had 
never  known  happiness. 

A  shadow  fell   across  a  curtain.     Mr. 
Jenkins  stirred,  and  it  flickered  away.    He 
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heard  the  shuffle  of  creeping  feet,  the 
breathing  of  men,  a  whisper.  Then  the 
suspense  became  intolerable,  and  the  old 
tigerish  contempt  flared  up  for  the  last 
time. 

He  sprang  at  the  door,  tore  the  reeds 
aside,  and  exposed  himself  on  the  verandah. 
For  a  second  he  stood  there,  looking  to 
right  and  left,  within  hand's  touch  of  the 
yellow  men.  He  carried  the  clue  to  the 
defiant  action  with  him ;  but  he  tossed  the 
loaded  revolver,  unused,  on  to  the  verandah 
floor,  and  came  to  the  head  of  the  steps 
and  waited,  folding  his  arms. 

It  was  thus  that  Ahmed  and  Rex 
discovered  him  as  they  burst  across 
the  enclosure  at  the  head  of  the  relief 
party.  They  had  burrowed  their  way 
through  the  packed  street  desperately, 
wedged  in  the  heaving  swarm  of  rebels, 
while  the  destruction  they  hurried  to  avert 
blazed  out  a  stone's-throw  away  from  them. 
They  flung  themselves  forward  ;  but  they 
were  not  in  time. 

Perhaps  Mr.  Jenkins  saw  his  son,  and 
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seeing,  understood,  by  his  strange  and 
piercing  comprehension,  the  fashion  of  his 
security  ;  but  if  that  were  so,  no  grace  of 
recognition  crossed  his  face.  He  was  alone, 
solitary  in  the  middle  of  his  enemies,  and 
Akasa  had  put  his  kingship  out  of  reckon- 
ing at  last  as  relentlessly  as  he  himself 
had  done  in  the  profitless,  spendthrift 
years. 

He  might  have  been  the  regenerator  ! 
Was  it  altogether  his  fault  that  he  was 
not  ?  Once  upon  a  time  he  had  had 
impulses  as  generous  as  those  his  son  bore 
in  his  heart ;  he  had  meant  well  by  his 
people — once.  If  a  man  ever  had  another 
chance,  in  another  life,  he  might  be  glad 
to  do  differently. 

He  had  nothing  to  live  for,  and  yet 
the  strong  life  beating  in  him  cried  out 
for  the  last  time  that  it  was  bitter  to 
die.  But,  for  all  that,  he  was  a  king, 
and  he  held  his  head  high  as  a  score  of 
rifles  fired ;  and  he  fell  face  forwards  and 
carried  his  scornful  smile  to  the  ground. 

Rex  saw  him  at  the  moment  of  passive, 
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superb  defiance  ;  but  he  did  not  see  the 
manner  of  his  downfall,  for  his  own  endur- 
ance had  found  its  limit.  He  dropped  in- 
sensible at  the  prince's  feet,  and  Ahmed 
stooped  and  gathered  him  into  his  arms. 


CHAPTER 
SEVENTEEN 


CHAPTER   SEVENTEEN. 

THE  young  man  came  to  slowly,  to  see 
the  dawn  breaking  through  an  open  door, 
crimson  flecks  on  a  violet  sky,  with  a  little 
lukewarm  breeze  piping  out  of  the  half- 
light.  For  a  moment  he  remembered  that 
other  awakening  a  fortnight  since,  and  he 
looked  round  him,  half-thinking  to  see 
the  arches  of  the  prince's  room.  Here, 
however,  were  more  familiar  things  :  the 
Europeanised  atmosphere  of  the  Middle 
Palace,  the  blackwood  writing-table  his 
father  had  used,  the  costly  rugs  upon  the 
matting. 

He  sat  up.  He  was  lying  on  a  camp- 
bed  under  the  punkah,  and  someone, 
coughing  feebly,  was  propped  in  an  arm- 
chair opposite.  He  had  some  difficulty 
in  recognising  Peter  Buck. 

There  was  an  acrid  reek  of   burning ; 
271 
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but  the  place  was  quiet — so  quiet  that  Rex 
lay  still  for  a  few  minutes  before  he  recol- 
lected the  night's  work. 

"  Buck  !  "  he  said,  half  aloud ;  and 
Buck's  lids  lifted  over  dull  eyes  and  dropped 
languidly  again. 

A  footstep  stirred  behind  him.  He 
turned  his  head  and  saw  Ahmed,  alert  and 
earnest,  with  a  knot  of  armed  Kerisalis 
at  his  heels. 

The  followers  gave  the  two  sick  men 
no  friendly  glances  ;  their  victorious  ill- 
favour  brought  Rex  to  some  convictions. 
A  lean,  eager-fingered  native  was  gather- 
ing papers  and  letters  into  a  basket ; 
drawers  stood  open,  and  the  prince  held 
keys  in  his  hand. 

"  Where  is  my  father  ?  "  Rex  said, 
rising  to  his  feet.  The  room  spun  and 
danced  before  him,  and  the  other  men 
appeared  to  recede  to  an  immense  dis- 
tance ;  but  he  stood  firm,  and  presently 
his  senses  cleared 

Prince  Ahmed  came  over  to  him  and 
looked  him  between  the  eyes.  Buck's 
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hand  twitched,  no  more ;    he  was  barely 
alive. 

"  The  king  is  dead,"  the  Kerisali  said. 
"  Can  you  stand  now  ?  Can  you  walk  ? 
Come  with  me." 

He  supported  him  to  the  verandah, 
beckoned  to  a  servant,  and  guided  Rex 
down  the  steps.  He  tottered,  helped  by 
the  supporting  shoulder,  and  drank  in  the 
significance  of  the  scene. 

The  garden  was  wrecked,  the  flower- 
ing shrubs  broken  and  battered,  the  turf 
trampled,  beds  unrecognisable.  Spencer's 
bungalow,  on  his  left  hand,  had  been  on 
fire,  and  the  flames  had  been  extinguished, 
or  had  burnt  themselves  out ;  its  piles 
were  hacked  and  blackened,  and  a  couple 
of  cane  chairs,  incongruously  prominent, 
lay  overturned,  but  otherwise  unharmed, 
midway  between  the  buildings.  Farther 
away,  a  thin  smoke  behind  trees  trailed 
on  the  morning  wind,  rising  from  where 
the  guardhouse  had  stood  overnight.  People 
seemed  to  have  shed  clothes  and  weapons 
in  a  dozen  places ;  here,  again,  a  couple 
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of  Kerisalis  were  gathering  up  the  jetsam. 
Rex  braced  himself  to  see  the  dead  to 
whom  these  things  had  belonged ;  but 
they  were  not  visible.  Then  his  heart  beat 
painfully  at  the  explanation. 

A  posse  of  coolies,  with  their  queer, 
primitive  method — one  man  to  dig,  and 
one  to  pull  on  a  rope  attached  to  the  spade 
— were  replacing  the  earth  from  a  newly 
raised  heap,  and  spreading  and  patting  it 
level  with  the  ground.  They  had  worked 
hard  and  long,  for  they  were  visibly 
fatigued,  and  a  man  with  a  rifle,  stalking 
to  and  fro  and  exhorting  them,  kept  them 
at  their  task  with  difficulty. 

Ahmed,  walking  slowly,  moved  for- 
ward to  a  little  mound  apart  from  the 
rest.  A  pepper- tree  raised  its  head  above 
it,  and  the  general  disorder  had  been 
evaded  ;  a  scarlet  shrub,  one  of  the  few 
untouched,  shut  it  away  from  the  greater, 
common  grave  the  men  had  digged. 

"  He  is  here,  in  his  own  ground,"  the 
prince  said,  his  yellow  hand  outstretched 
and  pointing.  "  He  has  been  buried  in 
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haste,  because  our  time  is  very  short.  He 
has  had  no  honours,  but  we  have  laid  him 
into  the  earth  as  the  Europeans  are  laid, 
which  is  what  he  would  have  chosen." 

He  drew  the  young  man  away. 

Rex  perhaps  would  have  broken  down 
there ;  but  the  grip  on  his  arm  seemed  to 
compel  him  to  self-control,  to  thrust  the 
tragedy  into  a  bypath,  and  to  bid  him  con- 
centrate himself,  for  all  that  his  father 
lay  dead  with  ruin  piled  about  him,  on 
the  exigencies  of  the  living.  He  gazed 
about  him.  They  were  taking  the  way 
to  the  barracks,  and  the  emptiness  of  the 
place  cried  after  them. 

"  Let  me  go  back,"  he  said  once ;  and — 
"  Believe  me  that  you  must  go  on,"  Ahmed 
replied,  without  checking  his  grave  advance. 

He  guided  him,  and  the  little  day-breeze 
chased  them  through  forlorn,  deserted  quar- 
ters, and  the  crows  uttered  their  hoarse 
cries  as  they  passed  them.  There  was 
hardly  a  soul  to  be  seen  in  the  more  distant 
parts  of  the  enclosure.  The  servants' 
houses  stood  staring  and  empty ;  a  bevy 
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of  Kerisalis  were  buzzing  about  the  stables, 
saddling  the  king's  horses  ;  but  Rex  saw 
no  faces  that  he  knew,  and  nothing  but  those 
oblique,  threatening  glances  that  told  him 
how  barely  the  prince'sfavour  protected  him. 

Ahmed  called  out  one  of  the  men, 
and  had  a  pony  brought,  and  set  him  on  it, 
and  they  went  forward  again.  The  first 
rays  of  the  sun  began  to  strike  across  their 
heads  at  the  thatches  and  the  feathery 
heads  of  the  bamboos. 

The  king  was  dead,  and  the  morning 
was  burdened  with  calamity  ;  but  it  was 
still  a  new  day,  and  not  even  the  terrible 
night  could  overshadow  it.  Kerisal,  slug- 
gish with  fevered  airs,  was  yet  the  East, 
and  the  East  seldom  draws  a  grey  sky 
across  the  face  of  tragedy.  Rex  held  him- 
self in  the  saddle  as  a  man  who  dreams  ; 
dazed,  light-headed,  supine  in  the  hands 
of  his  guide.  The  thought  that  was  most 
insistent  just  then  was  that  it  was  Ahmed 
who  was  to  have  died  at  dawn. 

He  shut  his  eyes,  and  he  saw  the  scarlet 
shrub  flaming  above  his  father's  grave. 


CHAPTER . 
EIGHTEEN 


CHAPTER    EIGHTEEN. 

A  TWIST  of  the  sandy  alley  between  store- 
houses brought  them  to  the  lip  of  the  sea, 
the  foreshore  that  backed  the  enclosure, 
and  from  which  the  wall  beside  the  nullah 
ran  back  to  roofs.  A  crazy  wooden  stage 
jutted  out  on  piles  into  the  water,  and  a 
forlorn  company  was  herded  between  armed 
natives  upon  it.  The  pony  tripped  deli- 
cately over  the  sand,  and  Rex  recognised 
the  remnant  of  the  Legion  and  a  couple 
of  draggled  Europeans  who  had  been  dis- 
gorged by  the  town.  Most  of  them  were 
blood-stained,  and  some  severely  wounded  ; 
the  rippling,  placid  water,  shot  with 
mother-of-pearl  in  the  early  light,  accen- 
tuated their  dejection. 

The  shipping  in  the  harbour,  scared 
by  the  night's  work,  had  scattered  sea- 
wards, where  some  of  the  sails  could  be 

279 


28o     THE    KING   OF    KERISAL. 

seen  vanishing  to  the  horizon.  The  only 
craft  that  remained  were  a  few  deserted 
fishing-boats,  tide-bound,  and  the  Star  of 
the  East,  which  was  lying  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  away,  with  steam  up  and  the  gig  under 
her  counter. 

The  prince  lifted  Rex  off  the  saddle, 
and  steadied  him  on  his  feet.  Some  fisher- 
men, pressed  into  service,  were  poling  a 
flat-bottomed  boat  alongside  the  stage. 
When  it  was  made  fast,  the  Kerisalis  began 
to  drive  their  prisoners  into  it. 

Rex  looked  at  the  Star,  and  his  brain 
began  to  clear.  Was  Fernandez,  too, 
among  the  insurgents  ?  It  was  not  until 
later  that  he  grasped  Spencer's  position; 
at  the  moment  he  believed  him  dead  with 
the  king.  The  fat  man  and  his  Portu- 
guese had  remained  helpless  through  the 
massacre,  too  apprehensive  of  the  disaffec- 
tion of  their  crew  to  put  off  to  the  shore 
in  the  darkness,  and  barred  from  steaming 
in  at  daybreak  by  the  turn  of  the  tide. 
Spencer,  to  do  him  justice,  had  hung  long, 
in  an  heroic  perspiration,  at  the  water-side, 
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until  he  could  no  longer  hold  hope  of  the 
king's  escape.  He  had  escaped  with  a 
whole  skin,  but  not  easily,  the  water  round 
the  gig  spattered  with  bullets,  eyes  and 
ears  straining  to  the  havoc  left  behind 
him. 

The  refugees  huddled  into  the  boat. 
The  first  arrow-like  rays  of  the  sun  fol- 
lowed them,  flashing  into  their  eyes,  search- 
ing out  the  exhaustion  in  their  faces. 

Rex,  his  head  hanging,  his  shoulders 
rounded,  was  moving  after  them,  when  the 
prince  caught  his  arm  again.  He  turned 
him  slowly,  and  they  stood  before  each 
other,  the  elder  man  full  of  a  masterful 
virility,  the  younger  oppressed  by  the 
intricacy  of  the  meshes  into  which  his  feet, 
straying  so  far  from  the  placid  paths  of 
home,  had  been  entangled. 

"  We  shall  not  meet  any  more,"  Ahmed 
said,  holding  him  with  his  magnetic  eyes. 
"  Our  ways  part." 

Rex  glanced  aside  at  the  smoking  ruins 
behind  the  barrack. 

"  The  price  will  have  to  be  paid,"  he 
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said.  Then  the  Star  drew  his  gaze — the 
little  Star,  which  knew  all  the  secret  deal- 
ings with  the  warships. 

"  We  have  chosen,"  the  prince  said. 
His  gaze,  too,  wandered  to  the  sea,  and 
returned  with  a  gleam  of  triumph  look- 
ing through  its  gravity. 

"  Spencer  is  there,  but  do  you  think  we 
shall  wait  for  him  to  bring  his — friends  to 
punish  us  ?  My  witness  is  Allah  that  if 
I  could  have  prevented  this  I  would  have 
done  it ;  but  the  spirit  of  Kerisal,  that 
waits  and  forbears  but  does  not  change, 
has  been  stronger  than  I.  Perhaps  it  is 
just ;  certainly  these  white  men  have  out- 
raged it,  and  it  has  requited  them.  If  it 
could  have  been  done  without  bloodshed 
I  would  have  been  glad  of  it ;  but  you  see 
it  was  not  to  be.  This  is  Asia  ;  and  our 
life  is  in  it  a  lesser  thing  than  our 
honour." 

He  paused,  and  he  took  the  young 
man's  hands  in  his,  and  dropped  them 
again. 

"  When  they  come,"  he  said,  and  his 
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gesture  went  to  the  sea,  "  we  shall  be  far 
on  the  road  to  the  forest.  We  came  from 
it,  and  we  go  to  it,  because  the  greed  of  the 
European  gives  us  no  security  outside  it. 
They  will  destroy  Akasa,  perhaps — it  is 
likely  ;  but  they  will  be  crushing  an  empty 
shell.  I  lead  the  rearguard  away  when  I 
leave  you.  They  will  not  dare  to  follow 
us  into  the  jungle,  the  white  robbers  ;  and 
if  they  do,  the  swamps  and  the  fever  will 
fight  better  for  us  than  their  machine-guns 
for  them." 

"  That  is  going  back  to  savagery,"  Rex 
said  slowly,  "  to  barbarism." 

The  man's  decision  rose  in  its  full  mean- 
ing before  him.  It  staggered  him  to  forecast 
the  retrogression  to  which  this  leader  of  a 
people,  equal,  and  more  than  equal,  for  all 
his  yellow  skin,  to  the  best  men  the  West 
could  show,  was  condemning  his  splendid 
personality.  A  guerilla,  a  fugitive  among 
swamps  and  jungles  !  The  harsh  freedom 
of  the  forest  was  preferred  by  the  Kerisali 
prince  and  the  folk  who  followed  him,  to 
the  alternative  that  Spencer  and  the  king 
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had  prepared  for  them.  Life,  as  Ahmed 
saw  it,  was  a  lesser  thing  than  honour. 
*  .  The  shuffle  of  feet  in  the  sand  broke 
upon  them.  It  was  bearers  carrying  the 
wounded  Buck  through  the  alleys  to  the 
landing-stage.  The  sun  was  well  above 
the  horizon  now ;  and  it  was  beginning  to 
beat  fiercely  on  to  the  sea. 

"  Barbarism,  if  it  pleases  you  to  think 
it  that,"  the  prince  said.  "  Liberty,  to  us. 
You  will  take  your  liberty,  too,  and  return 
to  your  own  place.  If  you  can  persuade 
those  great  people,  over  there  in  England, 
sometimes  to  remember  us  a  little.  .  .  . 
Well !  I  shall  not  forget  you,  kinsman ; 
and  I  carry  your  trust  in  me,  and  your 
courage,  henceforward  in  my  heart." 

He  drew  back,  with  his  Oriental  salute. 
They  were  laying  the  soldier  into  the  boat, 
and  as  they  put  him  down  he  groaned, 
and  Rex,  forgetting  his  own  weakness  at 
the  sight  of  someone  weaker,  stepped 
aside  to  him.  This  time  Ahmed  did  not 
pause ;  he  came  forward  instead,  and 
helped  him  to  embark.  He  gave  an  order 
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in  the  native  tongue  as  the  young  fellow 
bent  over  the  wounded  man.  Rex  started 
and  raised  his  head,  and  found  that  the 
boat  was  moving,  and  that  his  Kerisali 
kinsman,  with  the  firm  advance  of  a  man 
who  clasps  his  purpose,  was  retracing  his 
steps  from  the  shore. 

He  had  said  no  formal  good-bye  ;  and 
a  pang  pierced  him  as  the  byways  engulfed 
the  lithe  figure.  To  have  a  mission,  and 
so  to  accomplish  it,  was  to  live  in  the 
Golden  Age.  He,  too,  had  his  ideals,  and 
he  was  returning  to  them  ;  he  had  his 
English  love,  a  professional  career,  not  too 
strenuously  ambitious,  to  look  forward  to  ; 
but  for  a  moment  his  whole  soul  went  out 
to  the  desperate  exile  in  the  forest.  This 
was  madness,  of  course  ;  he  had  been  bred 
to  peace  and  order  and  uneventfulness  in 
England,  where  national  suicide  was  in- 
conceivable. 

The  shock  of  his  father's  end  hung 
painfully  over  him ;  he  was  giddy ;  he 
was  appalled  by  his  encounter  with 
tragedy.  It  would  take  many  months 
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before  he  could  close  his  eyes  without  see- 
ing the  violated  garden,  the  wrecked 
bungalows.  He  was  going  home  to 
Olive ;  to  stand  upon  his  own  feet, 
and  work  until  he  made  a  place  for  her. 
Therein  lay  his  escape  from  tragic  memories 
and  vain  regrets. 

The  boat  laboured  out,  and  the  Star 
began  to  loom  large  at  them.  Heads  be- 
came visible  ;  Spencer — ah,  Spencer  had 
escaped,  then ! — Fernandez,  the  nose  of 
the  machine-gun  ready  to  repel  attack. 

The  ex-minister  had  field  glasses  to  his 
eyes ;  his  elbows  were  squared  on  the 
bulwarks,  and  presently  they  drew  near 
enough  to  see  his  greasy  jowl,  the  plump 
hands  holding  up  the  glasses.  The  con- 
centration of  his  stare  attracted  Rex's 
attention  ;  in  spite  of  the  possibilities  the 
boat-load  might  be  bringing,  it  was  not  at 
them  that  he  was  looking.  Rex  turned, 
and  saw  what  he  saw. 

The  sea  had  bitten  the  core  out  of  the 
desert  strip,  and  was  licking  at  the  rising 
ground  by  the  nullah.  There  was  no  longer 
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a  burnt,  barren  stretch  between  Akasa 
and  the  dike. 

So  far  as  the  eye  could  see,  where 
the  Dutchman's  wall  had  sheltered  the 
crops,  and  far  inland  across  them,  was  a 
waste  of  waters.  The  sea  had  done  its 
work  ;  it  would  take  years  of  reclamation, 
millions  of  money,  to  pen  it  back  behind 
a  new  barrier.  There  were  no  rice-fields 
for  Kerisal,  but  there  was  no  coal  for  the 
great  Power  :  the  two  essentials  lay  sub- 
merged together,  out  of  reach  alike  of 
greed  and  of  necessity. 

Rex  gazed  until  his  eye  ached  at  the 
heaving  water.  It  seemed  illimitable.  It 
must  be  touching  the  very  edge  of  the 
forest,  creeping  in  and  out  of  new-made 
lagoons.  The  seaboard  strip  of  Kerisal 
was  gone,  and  in  its  place  a  great  expanse 
of  shallows  rippled,  with  not  even  an  eddy 
to  show  where  the  fields  had  been. 

He  looked  out  to  sea.  A  trail  of 
smoke,  still  a  very  long  way  off,  was  be- 
ginning to  show ;  while  he  looked  he  saw 
the  first  fleck  of  another — the  Golden  Eagle 
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and  her  friends,  the  vultures,  winging  in 
for  the  feast.  Well,  they  would  have  to 
go  elsewhere  for  their  coveted  coaling- 
base  ;  to-day  they  were  to  go  away  empty, 
with  all  their  schemes  awry.  He  was 
English,  and,  by  reaction,  never  more  so 
than  now ;  he  exulted  at  the  spectacle 
of  their  defeat. 

The  sun  was  overpowering.  Buck 
moaned  for  water.  Rex  had  none  to 
give  him,  but  he  saw,  thankfully,  that 
they  were  close  under  the  Star.  The  little 
vessel  was  ready  for  sea.  .  .  .  The  open 
sea  !  The  faint  breath  of  the  tropics  pur- 
sued them  ;  it  clung  in  his  nostrils,  remind- 
ing him  of  things  that  were  better  for- 
gotten, and  the  strangeness  of  his  adven- 
ture into  an  alien  existence.  He  would 
leave  it  behind  him  soon.  Not  far  in  the 
future  he  could  see  home,  and  Olive,  and 
work,  and  all  the  order  of  the  life  which  a 
man  lying  silent  below  a  blood-red  shrub 
had,  in  his  heart  of  hearts,  desired  for  him. 


CHAPTER . 
NINETEEN 
AND  LAST 


CHAPTER   NINETEEN    AND    LAST. 

'  THE  train  is  due  now,  mother." 

Mrs.  Millingham,  who  was  making  a 
pretence  at  turning  the  heel  of  a  sock, 
looked  anxiously  at  the  time. 

"  Yes  ;  they  will  be  here  very  soon." 
She  laid  her  hands  in  her  lap  and  gazed 
at  her  daughter. 

"  Olive !  I  think  father  is  satisfied. 
I  know  he  is  ;  the  first  letters  were  too 
indefinite,  and  the  later  one  from  Singa- 
pore too  strange,  to  allow  us  to  decide. 
But — I  can  tell  you  now — when  he  went 
to  Dover  to  meet  Rex  and  to  go  with  him 
to  London,  he  made  me  promise  that  if  it 
were  not  to  be,  and  he  telegraphed  to  me, 
I  would — would  prepare  you  for  his  re- 
fusal. He  could  not  have  met  your  ex- 
pectation, my  dear,  if  he  meant  to  stand 

against  it.     It  has  gone  well ;  he  has  heard 
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the  story  verbally,  and  he  understands,  and 
he — we — are  going  to  throw  no  obstacles, 
dear  child,  in  the  way  of  your  engagement." 
The  needles  clicked  feverishly  for  a  moment. 
She  spoke  under  her  breath  as  her  fingers 
moved.  "  Yes,  indeed,  I  liked  the  young 
man.  I  took  to  him  at  the  outset  for  his 
manliness  and  his  honesty ;  he  will  make 
her  happy — yes."  Then  aloud  :  "  Dear 
Rex  reminded  me  so  much  of  what  your 
father  was  at  his  age.  Something  in  his 


manner " 


Olive  went  restlessly  from  the  fireside, 
where  the  logs  were  glowing  and  crackling 
with  a  briskness  that  made  them  doubly 
cheerful,  to  the  windows  and  the  November 
outlook.  There  had  been  a  hoar-frost, 
and  now  the  sun  was  shining  on  it ;  the 
garden,  dropping  into  its  winter  sleep, 
looked  very  orderly  and  peaceful.  A 
thrush  was  foraging  in  and  out  through  the 
shrubbery  ;  he  might  have  been  the  re- 
prieved robber  to  whom  liberty  had  de- 
scended out  of  the  blue  on  a  certain  summer 
afternoon.  Olive's  mind  turned  very 
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thirstily,  very  vividly,  to  her  storehouse 
of  memories.  That  day  had  its  niche, 
its  perfumed  place,  among  her  treasures. 
Then  she  wheeled  and  stood  looking  in- 
doors instead,  at  her  mother's  gentle 
presence,  the  fire,  the  quiet  English  room 
with  its  unobtrusive,  well-worn  comfort, 
and  she  threw  her  head  back  with  a  ges- 
ture that,  if  it  were  not  impatience,  was 
certainly  not  the  meekest  filial  submission. 
"  Of  course,  father  is  satisfied,"  she 
said ;  and  at  the  catch  in  her  voice  Mrs. 
Millingham  glanced  up,  and  glanced  down 
again.  Olive  in  earnest  had  a  proud  little 
manner  that  assumed  your  confidence.  ' '  Rex 
has  come  back  to  us,  and  he  has  come  safely 
out  of  all  manner  of  terrible  dangers, 
and  he  has  told  us  why  he  went  through 
them.  It  will  be  very  interesting  to  hear 
it  all  again  by  word  of  mouth ;  but  we 
know  by  knowing  him  that  he  is  just  one 
person  in  a  thousand,  and  true — oh  !  true 
as  he  can  be,  however  antipathetic  to  us 
the  father  he  was  born  to  might  have 
seemed.^  He  is  not  a  stranger ;  he  is  one 
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of  ourselves  ;  he  comes  back  to  us  because 
this  is  home,  and  because  he  has  been  in 
trouble,  and  we  are  going  to  make  it  up 
to  him.  And  there — there  is  the  carriage." 

She  darted  to  the  door,  and  was  out 
at  the  porch  in  an  instant.  Wheels  had 
ground  frostily  to  the  gate  ;  they  stopped, 
and  in  between  the  holly-hedges  walked 
Rex  Jenkins  and  the  vicar. 

Mr.  Millingham  took  his  guest  by  the 
arm.  Olive  did  not  see  very  clearly  what 
had  happened,  eyes  being  intent  upon  one 
face  only,  and  heart  too  high  for  matter-of- 
fact  perceptions ;  but  when  the  dining- 
room  door  had  opened  and  shut,  she  and 
Rex  were  alone  on  the  inside  of  it,  and  her 
father  and  mother  had  withdrawn  them- 
selves, suddenly  and  without  warning,  from 
the  conduct  of  affairs. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Mrs.  Millingham  had 
given  the  boy  a  motherly  kiss,  and  had 
plenty  of  time  to  see  that  he  looked  ill, 
and  to  reflect  that  port-wine  and  nourish- 
ing food  must  be  called  into  requisition, 
and  to  notice  the  vicar's  expression  as  all 
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that  it  should  be  even  after  a  long,  cold 
railway  journey,  before  her  effacement. 
She  began  to  comment  upon  these  things 
all  at  once  in  the  depths  of  the  study. 

Mr.  Millingham  took  his  pipe  from  the 
rack  and  sat  down  wearily,  but  with  great 
contentment.  He  was  an  elderly  gentle- 
man, and  it  was  wintry  weather,  and  he 
had  unravelled  an  awkward  tangle,  and 
slept  in  hotel  beds,  and  now  he  was 
home  and  at  peace  again. 

"  111  ?  Yes,  he  has  been  ill,"  he  said. 
"  He  was  set  upon  in  a  riot — so  I  dragged 
out  of  him  ;  but  he  would  talk  less  of  him- 
self than  of  the  affairs  of  this  unhappy 
Kerisal,  which  his  father  had  neglected 
for  so  long.  It  is  an  open  country  no 
longer ;  it  is  submerged,  and  little  left 
but  a  deserted  town  and  the  forest.  The 
papers  have  a  garbled  account  of  the 
story,  brought  by  a  merchantman  that 
tried  to  make  Akasa  roadstead  recently, 
and  found  itself  navigating  over  what  was 
dry  land  on  the  chart.  But  there  is  nothing 
to  put  an  international  aspect  to  the 
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matter,  and  not  a  whisper  of  any  hoisting 
of  a  foreign  flag.  I  suppose  it  will  never 
be  known  what  happened  after  the  gun- 
boat left.  Rex  trusts  that  his  prince,  of 
whom  he  speaks  so  enthusiastically,  will 
come  out  again  some  day  to  lead  the 
people  back,  beyond  what  they  were  be- 
fore, into  a  new  civilisation." 

His  wife  looked  at  him  with  astonish- 
ment. 

"  You  are  telling  me  about  the  country. 
It  is  all  very  dreadful  and  extremely  inter- 
esting, Edward  ;  but  now  I  am  very  anxious 
to  hear  about  Rex  himself,  and  the  rest 
will  keep,  no  doubt,  until  afterwards." 

The  vicar  smiled  rather  sadly. 

"  Ay,  and  so  I  began  about  the  place 
itself,  did  I  ?  That  is  Rex's  fault ;  he 
has  suppressed  the  personal  element  to 
some  purpose,  you  see.  It  matters  less  to 
us  that  thousands  of  poor  people  are  home- 
less than  that  Olive  has  a  bright  future. 
Yes,  we  are  too  self-centred  here ;  we  are 
too  happy ;  we  have  not  the  imagination 
that  can  reconstruct  tragedies." 
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Mrs.  Millingham  sat  patiently,  touched 
by  the  reproof,  visibly  conscience-pricked. 

"  Eh,  well !  "  he  went  on  once  more. 
'  That  is  in  the  hands  of  God,  beyond  our 
intervention  or  our  understanding.  Hon- 
estly, I  confess  I  shall  pray  for  the  heathen 
with  a  better  perception  in  the  future, 
and  that,  I  suppose,  will  be  all  I  can 
do.  Olive's  affairs  concern  us  here,  don't 
they  ?  I  don't  think  we  need  repine  over 
them,  mother.  The  young  man  may  be 
a  bad  man's  son ;  but  he  is  in  himself  a 
fine  young  honest  fellow." 

"  Ah,  I  thought  you  would  say  that," 
his  wife  responded.  She  brightened  again. 
"  He  is  himself,  which  I  think  is  very  much 
as  Olive  put  it.  And — and  the  means, 
Edward  ?  " 

"  The  means  are  as  before,  you  mer- 
cenary mother-bird.  No  fortune  will  arise 
to  him  from  Kerisal ;  his  connection  with 
it  is  severed  once  and  for  all.  He  has, 
however,  this  capital  laid  by  in  the  bank 
in  London,  to  bring  him  in  a  few  hundreds, 
and  he  sets  to  work  to  read  for  the  Bar  as 
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soon  as  he  gets  through  his  convalescence. 
Aunt  Jane  will  be  useful — eh  ? — when  he 
begins  to  practise ;  she  has  influence 
and  she  will  see  he  is  a  creditable  person 
for  whom  to  employ  it.  We  shan't  lose 
Olive  just  yet,  thank  Heaven,  but  I  have 
promised  him  he  shall  have  her  when 
his  professional  income  gets  into  three 
figures." 

He  rose  and  went  to  the  table  for  his 
letters. 

"It  is  a  strange  story  :  I  never  heard 
a  stranger,"  he  mused.  "  Rex  has  hopes 
that  he  may  know  some  day  who  his 
mother's  people  were,  or  are.  What  she 
was,  the  son  shows  us ;  personally,  I  can 
let  it  rest  at  that." 

Olive,  beyond  a  party-wall,  had  come 
to  a  similar  conclusion  far  earlier.  She 
had  attained  the  summit  of  her  hope  ;  she 
and  Rex  had  passed  the  thrill  of  meeting, 
the  sheer  delight  of  seeing,  touching,  hear- 
ing ;  they  sat  hand-in-hand  before  the 
fire,  amply  fed,  for  the  time  being,  with 
their  recovered  happiness.  She  looked 
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gravely  at  him.  This  was  not  quite  the 
Rex  who  had  left  her  ;  it  was  less  of  a  boy 
and  more  of  a  man  ;  a  weightier  person, 
if  her  thought  was  able  to  cast  itself  with 
any  clearness.  He  had  passed  through 
crises,  and  they  had  left  their  mark  on 
him  ;  they  had  banked  the  current  of  his 
nature,  and  set  it  running  more  swiftly, 
more  strongly,  never  to  slide  carelessly 
through  green  pleasaunces  again.  Also, 
he  looked  white  and  ill ;  and,  woman- 
like, she  fell  first  upon  the  obvious,  phy- 
sical transformation. 

"  You  are  as  thin  as  a  lath,  you  poor 
boy !  You  only  hinted  vaguely  at  fever 
and  an  accident ;  but  it  has  pulled  you 
down  terribly.  Look  at  your  fingers — I  can 
almost  see  through  them." 

She  had  them  in  her  own,  and  stroked 
them  with  a  pitying  touch.  They  shook 
a  little.  Rex  had  counted  upon  this,  day 
and  night,  for  weeks  ;  and  now  it  had  come 
it  mastered  him,  a  reward  too  near  and 
dear  to  sit  quiet  under.  Still,  he  found  a 
sane  answer. 
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"  Oh,  I  shall  pick  up  in  a  day  or  two ; 
I  am  wiry  enough  to  stand  a  little  rough 
handling.  I  think  Buck  will  do,  too, 
though  it  has  been  a  very  near  shave  for 
him.  We  left  him  in  a  London  hospital ;  but 
they  promise  us  he  will  be  out  in  a  week.  He 
is  going  to  valet  me  as  soon  as  he  is  stronger. 
I  suppose  he  will  develop  into  the  Jenkins 
family  butler  by-and-by.  You'll  like  him, 
Olive.  I  hope  the  other  fellows  are  doing 
well ;  they  were  left  under  the  charge  of 
their  respective  consuls  at  Singapore,  and 
no  doubt  they  will  drift  off  to  fresh  hunt- 
ing-grounds." 

"  I  should  think  you  never  want  to 
see  any  more  of  them." 

"  I  ?  No,  I  won't  say  that.  They  had 
all  something  in  them,  and  I  believe  they 
made  a  splendid  fight,  and  did  their  duty 
like  men.  Oh  no,  if  this  has  shown  me 
anything,  it  has  taught  me  that  good 
things  will  crop  up  in  the  most  unlikely 
places.  Even  Spencer " 

"  Spencer  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear  girl."     Rex  was  authori- 
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tative  here,  in  spite  of  the  traitorous 
fingers.  "  I  saw  the  best  side  of  old 
Spencer  on  that  return  journey.  He  was 
awfully  good  to  us  when  we  came  on  board 
the  Star,  and,  you  know,  he  couldn't  have 
been  best  pleased  to  get  a  ship  load  of 
sick  men.  He  waddled  off  to  the  Straits 
with  us  and  dumped  us  down,  and  then  he 
put  out  to  sea  again  on  his  own  business, 
and  I  doubt  if  we'll  ever  hear  how  he  fared 
over  it,  or  where  the  Star  came  to  its  final 
anchorage.  He  extracted  something  from 
the  other  signatories,  no  doubt,  even  if 
it  were  only  hush-money ;  but  he  sailed 
past  them  with  his  invalids  first,  and  left 
them  to  find  out  what  had  happened  for 
themselves.  Ah !  and  he  was  terribly 
grieved  about — about  my  father.  The 
night  had  aged  him ;  he  looked  quite  old 
in  the  morning." 

He  stopped  ;  and  presently  he  turned, 
very  quietly,  to  a  nearer  matter. 

"  My  father,  too,  Olive — I  don't  want 
to  speak  of  it  again  just  yet ;  it  is  best  left 
alone,  I  think — but — he  died  because  he 
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went  back  to  save  me.      That  is  enough 
to  say,  surely." 

He  drew  her  to  him.  With  his  arm 
about  her,  with  her  dearness  gained  and 
held,  with  the  English  hearth  whispering 
its  welcome  to  him,  what  he  saw  was  still, 
before  the  love  of  woman  steadied  itself 
in  its  sovereign  place,  the  face  of  the  King 
of  Kerisal  as  he  tossed  an  unused  weapon 
from  him  and  died — because  he  had  not 
chosen  to  live — with  his  face  to  his  people. 
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